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This  has  been  an  exciting  year  at 
The  Study.  Incorporated  December 
29,  1922,  the  school  in  the  sixth 
decade  of  its  corporate  career,  has 
suddenly  sprouted  four  big  new 
classrooms,  a  large  all-purpose 
room,  and  -  wonder  of  wonders  -  a 
way  to  get  to  Number  One  Braeside 
to  Number  Five  without  getting 
your  feet  wet. 

The  first  excitement  came  last 
spring  when  the  May  1st  School 
Carnival  earned  the  initial  con¬ 
tribution  to  the  building  fund  of 
S453.  Then  the  graduating  class  of 
1981  gave  a  brass  plaque  to  be 
placed  on  the  new  building.  Now 
this  year  we  have  seen  something 
wonderful  develop  from  a  raw  scar 
on  our  lawn  to  a  handsome  asset  to 
our  hillside. 

The  stimulus  this  will  give  to  our 
school  pattern  is  just  beginning  to 
be  realized.  There  seems  to  be  no 
end  to  things  we  can  do.  All  we  need 
is  the  commitment  to  do  our  best, 
the  faith  that  what  we  are  doing  is 
the  right  thing  to  do,  and  the 
courage  to  undertake  the  difficult 
along  with  the  easy. 

The  strength  of  any  school  lies  in  its  students  and  the  impact  their  accomplishments 
have  on  their  communities.  Former  students  and  the  many  friends  of  the  school  have 
shown  their  confidence  in  The  Study  by  their  enthusiastic  support  for  the  Building  Fund 
Campaign.  To  you  who  face  the  challenge  of  the  future,  they  look  for  success  in  this 
newest  adventure.  My  wdsh  for  you  is  for  happiness  in  the  fulfillment  of  the  future. 


To  Miss  Charlotte  Foster 

Charlotte  Foster  arrived  at  The  Study  on  Seaforth  Avenue  in  September  1955  with  a  solid  background  of  private 
school  experience  and  a  firm  idea  of  what  she  thought  a  school  should  be.  From  her  years  as*  student  and  later  as 
teacher  at  Netherwood  in  Rothesay,  N.B.,  Miss  Foster  can  tell  you  tales  hilarious  and  horrendous,  but  she  looks 
back  thoughtfully,  even  fondly,  on  these  years  as  being  a  training  ground  without  compare.  A  year  here  in  Montreal 
at  Trafalgar  and  three  years  in  Winnipeg  at  Balmoral  Hall  broadened  her  experience.  Then  Miss  Foster  came  to  The 
Study  and  here  she  stayed.  With  her  quiet  dignity,  she  instilled  in  her  students  a  sense  of  value  that  was  only  partly  a 
history  lesson.  With  her  threats  of  “what  Paddy  gave  the  drum”,  discipline  with  humor  and  respect  grew  on  both 
sides.  In  1970,  Miss  Foster  became  Vice-Principal  and  later  the  Director  of  Admissions  as  well,  so  that  her  influence 
began  even  before  a  “Studyite”  became  ‘official’. 

As  is  so  often  pointed  out  to  us,  all  good  things  must  come  to  an  end,  and  in  June  1981,  Miss  Foster  decided  to 
devote  her  time  to  her  own  pursuits.  The  students  at  all  levels  miss  her  presence  and  the  stability  of  her  firm  but 
affectionate  insistence  on  the  proper  way  to  do  things.  The  Study  can  be  very  proud  that  it  was  able  to  capture  the 
loyalty  of  this  champion  of  what  is  fair  and  what  should  be  taught.  Miss  Foster  has  joined  the  many  others  in  the 
history  of  the  school  who  have  built  the  framework  of  The  Study  to  be  lasting  and  to  be  significant. 


I  came  to  this  school  with  Miss  Foster  in  1955.  1 
went  straight  to  Grade  five  and  stayed  there  for  twenty- 
six  years.  I  guess  you  could  call  me  Miss  Foster’s 
dream  Study  girl.  People  have  often  wondered  if  I  ever 
got  what  Paddy  gave  the  drum.  -  I  didn’t.  I  never 
received  a  point  off  in  my  whole  time  at  The  Study  -  or 
a  point  on. 

Last  year  I  spent  my  final  year  within  these 
protective  walls.  Although  I  wasn’t  present  this  year,  I 
don’t  feel  that  anyone  missed  me  because  I  was  here  in 
spirit.  The  Study  will  never  see  my  spirit  graduate  and 
my  presence  will  remain  in  the  halls  forever. 

Why  did  I  graduate?  I  remembered  for  once  that  the 
Battle  of  Hastings  was  fought  in  1066. 


The  Staff  ’81 


BACK  ROW:  Ms.  Biggs,  Mrs.  Vivian,  Ms.  Pappius,  Ms.  Kirkpatrick,  Mrs.  Ewing,  Mrs. 
Lennard,  Miss  Benjamin. 

FRONT  ROW:  Mr.  Hamilton,  Mr.  Christiani,  Mrs.  Ronsley. 


Mrs.  Balfour,  Mrs.  Cross,  Mile.  Viau,  Mrs.  Scott,  Mrs.  Wright,  Mrs.  Cooke. 


Mme.  Glorieux 
Mrs.  Baugniet 
Mme.  Jasmin 
Mme.  Looten 
Mme.  Roy 


Miss  Rees 
Mr.  Trenholm 
Mrs.  Reid 
Mrs.  Stephen 
Miss  Smith 


Mrs.  Kerr 
Mrs.  Somerville 
Mr.  Trudel 
Mrs.  Cunningham 
Mrs.  Buckberrough 


Bazaar  song  (sung  to  the  tune  of;  Somewhere  Over  the  Rainbow) 

Sometime  in  October 
Lies  the  date, 

For  The  Study  Bazaar  and 
I  can  hardly  wait. 

I  love  to  play  the  children’s  games, 

I  like  the  books  with  clever  names, 

I  want  it. 

I  want  to  throw  my  friends  in  jail 
And  then  a  quarter  pays  the  bail, 

I  love  it. 

Sometime  in  October 
Lies  the  date, 

For  The  Study  Bazaar  and 
I  can  hardly  wait. 


The 

Study 

Bazaar 

1981 


/ 

i 

A  place  where  there  isn’t 
any  trouble.  Do  you 
suppose  there  is  such  a 
place?  It’s  not  a  place  you 
can  get  to  by  a  boat  or  a 
train.  It’s  far,  far  away 
behind  the  moon,  beyond 
the  rain.  It’s  somewhere 
over  the  rainbow  at  The 
Study  Bazaar. 
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This  year  has  been  a 
great  one  for  the  forty 
five  members  of  Mu 
Gamma,  and  we  hope 
that  next  year  will  be  just 
as  good  or  even  better! ! 


Mu  Gamma  is  the 
best,  that’s  why  we 
beat  the  rest.  We’ve  got 
the  SPIRIT,  come  on 
let’s  hear  it,  SP-IR-IT, 
that’s  spirit  let’s  hear  it 
SPTR^IT. 

Gooo  ...  MU  GAMMA!! 


“One,  two,  three,  four,  three,  two,  one,  four,  who  for 
what  for,  cheer  for  the  greatest,  cheer  for  the  best,  cheer 
for  Beta  Lambda  cause  we’re  better  than  the  rest,  GO 


BETA  LAMBDA!’’ 

With  the  sound  of  our  cheer  still 
resounding  in  their  ears.  Beta 
Lambdians  climb  the  stairs  to  their 
classes  from  the  lunchroom,  official 
room  of  Beta  Lambda.  This  has 
been  a  year  for  Beta  Lambda  to  be 
very  different  from  other  houses. 
We  had  two  sub-heads,  we  didn’t 
have  a  cheer  until  November,  and 
we  were  the  only  house  to  have  all 
its  members  intact,  without  any 
expulsions  during  the  first  term. 

Thanks  for  a  great  year,  keep  the 
vocal  chords  developing  and  with 
the  support  of  everyone  we  will  go 
far! 

We  would  also  like  to  thank 
Madame  Jasmin  and  Mrs.  Cross  for 
being  great  house  supervisors. 


Kappa 

Rho 


Vh  CSt^  .C*«iSL4^  ^ 

Delta  Beta 


This  year  has  been  a  very  good  one  for  Kappa  Rho  (so 
far).  We  are  holding  a  secure  academic  standing  -  we 
won’t  go  into  detail  about  sports,  right  Borra? 

We  definitely  have  the  most  enthusiastic  house,  even  if 
we  aren’t  worth  anything  in  volleyball  (wait  until  swim 
season!)  Many  thanks  to  the  prodigies,  J.D.’s  and  house 
advisors  who  make  up  the  best  house  in  The  Study. 

Let’s  go  Kappa  Rho! 


The  bell  rings  and  once  again,  hords  of  eager  Delta 
Betians  take  their  seats,  ready  for  another  meeting  full  of 
spirit  and  excitement. 

Things  always  seem  to 
start  with  a  smile  and  end 
with  a  hardy  cheer  (usually 
drowning  out  our  friendly 
neighbors)  in  the  music 
room  every  Thursday 
morning. 

This  year  Delta  Beta  was 
especially  successful  in 
volleyball,  as  we  won  the 
inter-house  match  in 
December.  Everyone  was 
there  to  cheer  the  players  on 
and  the  house  would  not  be 
complete  without  the  help 
of  our  house  advisors:  Ms. 

Biggs  and  Mrs.  Ronsley. 


According  to  Webster’s  New  World 
dictionary,  debate  is  to  discuss  op¬ 
posing  reasons  in  a  formal  discussion. 

However,  to  most  Study  debaters  it 
has  come  to  mean  other  things.  For 
instance,  the  winner  of  a  debate  is  the 
side  whose  members  have  the  most 
developed  vocal  chords.  The  speaker 
of  the  house  has  come  to  be  more  of 
a  referee  than  a  speaker  who 
sometimes  has  to  throw  herself  across 
the  table  to  stop  the  more  excited 
members  of  our  club.  The  P.M.  is 
one  who  can  come  up  with  the 
strangest  definition  of  the  bill. 

The  Leader  of  the  Opposition  is  the  one  who  is  the  best  at 
arguing  any  points  put  forth  by  the  Government.  To  Study 
debaters,  cross-examination  style  has  to  do  with  making  one’s 
opponents  break  down  and  cry. 

Although  the  sanity  level  is  not  high  every  Wednesday  at  lunch 
time,  twenty  nine  debaters  from  secondary  one  to  five  meet  and 
even  have  some  debates  which  come  close  to  being  intellectual! 
Thanks  to  Mr.  Hamilton  and  a  great  year. 


Debate  Club 


Astrid  Guttmann,  President 
Sarah  Beech,  Secretary 

Yearbook 


Committee 


Producing  this  Yearbook  was  definitely  a 
challenging  experience  this  year.  Not  only 
were  the  editors  new  to  the  job,  but  so  was 
the  advisor.  Mrs.  Baugniet  kindly  took 
over  the  responsibility  this  year. 

The  production  of  a  yearbook  is  not  just 
a  job.  It  is  in  fact  a  sort  of  artwork.  It  is  a 
creation.  It  is  a  book  of  memories  created 
with  many  tools:  art,  pictures,  words,  and 
imagination. 

The  editors  put  it  together  with  the  aid 
of  the  committee  and  advisor,  but  we  are 
all  a  part  of  it.  We  all  make  the  yearbook 
just  by  living  day  by  day  at  The  Study,  We 
are  all  a  part  of  the  memories  enclosed  in 
our  yearbook.  We  will  all  be  able  to  look 
at  our  yearbook  and  remember  fondly  the 
days  we  all  shared  at  The  Study. 

Many  thanks  to  Mrs.  Baugniet  and  our 
entire  staff. 


Amy  V.  Wall,  Editor 
Cathy  Blundell,  Sub-Editor 


Library 

Committee 


This  year,  we  have  an 
abundance  of  members  on 
the  library  committee.  This 
enabled  our  miniature 
librarians  to  perform  their 
duty  in  pairs.  The  par¬ 
ticipants  of  the  committee  in¬ 
clude  students  from  grades 
ten  and  eleven,  and  I  believe 
that  they  have  performed 
very  efficiently. 

The  librarians  must  take 
their  turns  every  break  and 
lunch  break  monitoring  the 
library  books  and  making 
sure  that  the  library  is  kept 
neat  and  tidy. 


Choir 


This  year  the  choir  was  getting  organized  for  new 
ideas.  We  are  planning  to  form  a  band  which  will 
hopefully  get  under  way  in  the  new  year.  We  also  are 
looking  forward  to  give  our  parents  a  Spring  Concert 
with  the  Trillium  Choir. 

The  Christmas  concert  seemed  to  be  a  success,  with 
the  revised  version  of  A  Partridge  In  A  Pear  Tree.  We 

would  like  to  thank  Mr. 
Christiani  for  all  his  help  and 
support,  and  of  course  for 
putting  up  with  us  all  year. 

Good  luck  next  year! 


Entertainment 

Committee 


Having  successfully  completed  the 
Christmas  talent  show  with  donations  of 
talent  from  grades  five,  seven,  eight,  and 
ten,  “The  Study  Bunch”,  and  the  flying 
McCalls,  we  are  now  looking  forward  to  the 
first  Study  Ball  (Dinner  Dance?,  Cotillion?) 
and  then  on  to  the  Grad!  If  we  ever  get  over 
the  initial  shocks  we  had  regarding  (A) 
inflation  and  the  cost  of  being  socially 
inclined  (B)  the  difficulty  in  getting  our  class 
to  agree  on  any  one  thing  (“is  this  to  be  a 
social  or  money  making  event?  “Social”, 
“Money  Making”).  (C)  the  difficulty  in 
being  trend  setters  and  having  no  advice  - 
we  may  pull  off  the  best  social  money 
making  event  the  school  has  ever  seen. 
Many  thanks  to  Virginia  Zarifi  for  her  help, 
and  THAT’S  ENTERTAINMENT’. 


Treasurer’s 

Report 

The  Study  has  always  impressed  other  schools  with 
its  charity-mindedness,  and  every  Wednesday  I  am 
reminded  of  this.  Jin  Moon  Han,  our  Korean  foster 
child,  has  thrived  in  many  areas  with  our  help.  Not 
very  many  people  our  age  have  the  chance  to  help 
others,  but  we  do.  It  may  not  be  moving  mountains, 
but  is  something.  One  life  has  been  drastically  im¬ 
proved  because  of  your  help,  and  for  that  I  thank  you 
very  much. 

We  raised  over  three  thousand  dollars  for  SPERA  (a 
youth  center)  and  the  Dorchester  Home  for  old  people 
from  the  bazaar.  We  have  also  given  to  Centraid,  The 
Tiny  Tim  Fund,  and  other  worthwhile  organizations. 
Although  my  words  have  sometimes  been  harsh  about 
a  lack  of  collection  I  am  deeply  grateful  for  the 
school’s  support,  and  I  also  wish  to  give  a  big  thanks 
to  Miss  Rees;  without  her  I  would  have  been  lost  (and 
probably  overdrawn!). 


Astrid  Guttmann 


On  November  5,  1981 

The  teachers  and  sixth  form  had  some  fun. 

We  all  got  together  and  had  some  dinner, 

One  thing  for  sure,  we  didn’t  get  thinner. 

We  had  lasagna,  salad,  and  bread 
Everyone  was  very  well  fed. 

Then  we  started  to*  play  some  games. 

The  first  of  which  we  traded  names. 

Then  came  the  scissors,  and  with  a  shout 
Ms.  Biggs  figured  the  clever  code  out: 

Crossed,  open,  uncrossed  or  closed 
What  does  this  mean?  Nobody  knows. 

I’m  sure  that  next  year’s  Sixth  Form  wishes 
To  continue  this  so  long  as  Mr.  H  does  the  dishes. 
All  in  all  it  was  a  great  success 
We  even  enjoyed  cleaning  up  the  mess!! 


Borra  Garson 


Staff  and 
Sixth  Form 
Dinner 


Kindergarten 

We  are  the  Kindergarten.  We  work  hard.  We  do  math.  We  do  printing.  We  do  letters.  We  do  colour 
posters.  We  do  lots  of  work.  We  are  all  in  the  Kermit  Club  because  we’re  all  nice  to  each  other. 

We  have  painted  and  made  ghosts.  We  did  fishes  after  our  visit  to  the  Aquarium.  We  carved  a 
pumpkin  after  our  visit  to  the  Atwater  Market. 

We  like  play  time  and  Music  and  French  and  Gym  and  Lunch  and  Reading. 

We  like  almost  everything  about  school.  We  like  being  in  Kindergarten. 


"■■■■■liiilrtBiliil 


BACK  ROW:  David  Durand,  Ali  Massoudi,  Milo  Prelevic,  Anne  Lefaivre,  Sarah  Waddington,  Steven  Bekhor,  Peter  Schwartz. 
SITTING:  Dominique  Ramirez,  Jessica  Salomon,  Lynn  Wright,  Tracey  Tom. 

FRONT  ROW':  Adam  Bourne,  Dale  Kwack,  Jai  Jacob. 


Grade  One 


i 


f 


I 

1 


BACK  ROW:  Alison  Kirstein,  Helen  Ritson,  Sandra  Bekhor,  Biaaca  Towning,  Sarah  Ewing,  Angela  Collyer,  Alexandra  Pano, 
Chanoy  Alonso,  Alexandra  Canisius,  Margot  Yaphe,  Rhea  Toman. 

FRONT  ROW:  Mark  Pascal,  Bruce  Mulholland,  Steven  Cundill,  Will  Scully,  Geoffry  White,  Gavin  Duffy,  Udo  Westphal,  Oliver 
Sasse,  Patrick  McEntyre,  Jonathon  Aune. 

ABSENT:  Emily  Webster,  Samana  Naqui. 


It’s  fun  to  be  six  or  seven  but  we  are  looking  ahead  to  when  we  are  grown  up.  We  have  given  it  much  thought 
and  this  is  what  we’d  like  to  be  ... 


CHANOY:  I  would  like  to  be  a  ballerina  and  dance  at 
Place  des  Arts. 

JONATHON:  I  want  to  join  the  navy  and  carve  the 
potatoes  for  dinner. 

SANDRA:  I  am  going  to  marry  a  prince  and  become  a 
princess. 

ALEXANDRA:  I  will  buy  a  fishing  rod  and  catch  lots 
of  fish. 

ANGELA:  I’m  going  to  be  an  angel  and  make  people 
happy. 

STEPHEN:  I  would  like  to  be  a  wood  carver  and  build 
houses  and  boats. 

GAVIN:  I’m  going  to  work  for  Bell  Canada  and 
become  president. 

SARAH:  I  will  have  a  flower  shop  and  make  wreaths 
for  Christmas. 

ALISON:  I  want  to  be  a  tap  dancer.  My  tap  shoes  are 
black. 

PATRICK:  I’m  going  to  be  a  baker  and  a  musician.  I 
will  play  a  saxophone. 


BRUCE:  I  want  to  work  in  the  streets  and  fix 
sidewalks  and  fill  in  holes. 

SAMANA:  I  want  to  teach  Grade  Two  at  The  Study. 
MARK:  I  want  to  be  clever  and  read  lots  of  books  and 
write  some  too. 

HELEN:  I  would  like  to  be  a  star  on  the  stage  and 
dance. 

OLIVER:  I  want  to  be  a  garbage  man. 

WILL:  I’m  going  to  play  for  the  Canadiens  hockey 
team. 

RHEA:  I  want  to  be  a  white  swan. 

BIANCA:  I  want  to  be  a  butterfly. 

EMILY:  I’m  going  to  work  with  dolphins  and  teach 
them  tricks. 

UDO:  I  want  to  play  the  piano  and  give  concerts. 
GEOFFRY:  I  will  fly  airplanes  and  parachute  out  of 
them. 

MARGOT:  I  want  to  take  Miss  Piggy’s  place  in  the 
Muppet  Show. 


Grade  Two 


BACK  ROW:  Claire  Heenan,  Elizabeth  Taylor,  Lisinke  Canisius,  Catherine  Herba,  Stefanie  Moors,  Ariadne  Decker,  Shernaz 
Saifullah,  Christine  Price,  Lucie  Opatrny,  Bethan  Stewart,  Ako  Kyei-Aboagye. 

FRONT  ROW:  Jeana  Parker,  Sara  Landau,  Guy  English,  Joshua  Cundill,  Ewan  Patrick,  Carrie  Haber,  Laura  Osborne. 


School  is  simple,  school  is  hard, 

School  is  on  the  Boulevard. 

School  is  me,  school  is  you. 

School  is  the  place  with  work  to  do. 

School  is  bright,  school  is  light, 

School’is  where  you  shouldn’t  fight. 

Some  are  tall,  some  are  small. 

But  it  doesn’t  matter  much  at  all. 

We  have  four  boys  in  our  class. 

Fifteen  girls  complete  the  mass. 

We  like  the  break,  that  we  take. 

With  milk  and  cookies  and  sometimes  cake. 

There  are  stories  to  write  about. 

Someone  creates  a  monster  with  a  snout. 

We  like  the  math  that  we  do. 

Eight  times  nine  is  seventy  two. 

Each  morning  we  all  sing  a  hymn. 

Some  days  we  go  to  the  gym. 

After  which  we  see  the  fishes  swim. 

School  is  fun  for  everyone! 


Grade  Three 


BACK  ROW:  Vivian  Schupp,  Lisa  Pascal,  Kate  Gordon,  Sonya  Lee  Hamilton,  Catherine  Bliss,  Jennifer  White,  Andrea  Molnar, 
Lynn  Grunberg. 

FRONT  ROW:  Rebeka  Krasny,  Natalie  Molson,  Deborah  Vineberg,  Cynthia  McCurdy,  Fiona  Macaulay,  Jenny  Calder,  Paulina 
Flores. 

ABSENT:  Alessia  Borba,  Katie  Davidman. 


In  Grade  3,  we  are  all  teachers!  This  autumn  many  of  us  took  turns  in  teaching  different  languages  such  as 
Hebrew,  Spanish,  German,  Latin,  Czechoslovakian,  Greek,  and  Korean.  We  even  learnt  to  sing  “Happy  Birthday” 
in  German,  thanks  to  Mrs.  Knoffel,  a  student  teacher. 

Other  happenings  were  - 

Watching  the  raccoons  in  the  trees  of  “The  Study”  garden. 

Having  plants  miraculously  growing  out  of  our  classroom  sink. 

Playing  “Court”  and  having  to  hand  down  the  judge’s  decision  on  how  Sonya  Lee  Hamilton  should  repay 
Deborah  Vineberg  for  damaging  a  number  of  treasured  articles  in  her  home. 

Making  sparkly  decorations  and  coasters  for  the  bazaar.  ' 

Making  wall  hangings  for  Christmas  presents  for  our  parents. 

All  of  us  belonging  to  the  Trillium  choir. 

Drawing  posters  of  the  kind  of  world  we  want. 


Creativity 


COMPARISONS 

Deborah’s  pencil  case  is  like  the  blue  sky  that’s  up 
high. 

My  markers  are  the  colours  of  the  rainbow. 

My  brother  is  like  a  bamboozle  plus  an  ape  and  a 
cauliflower. 

My  pencil  is  like  a  magic  stick  of  wood. 

My  Puzzle  is  like  a  friend. 

A  hampster  is  like  a  fuzzy  ball. 

A  candle  is  like  an  angel  shedding  light. 

Snow  is  like  Mrs.  Johnston’s  hair. 

An  elephant  is  like  a  big  grey  rock  with  feet. 

A  witch’s  nose  is  like  a  squiggly  worm. 

Times  tables  are  the  deadly  touch. 

The  25th  of  December  is  like  the  gift  of  God. 

A  tree  is  like  the  touch  of  love. 

A  flower  is  like  the  rainbow  light. 

The  chirping  of  a  bird  and  the  song  of  a  nightingale 
are  like  an  angel’s  song  blown  along  by  the  wind. 

School  is  the  worst  invention  in  the  world! 

TV  is  like  the  world’s  best  invention. 

Fish  is  like  a  squished  bug. 

Fiona  McCaulay 
Grade  Three 


There  were  trees  with  a  river.  And  with  a  stream  beside 
the  river.  And  the  stream  had  little  minnows  in  it.  And 
the  lake  had  sharks.  And  the  tree  had  birdies  in  it 
which  were  robins. 

Peter  Schwartz 
Kindergarten 


This  is  space  shuttle  Columbia  to  space  shuttle 
Columbia.  When  the  first  space  shuttle  Columbia  went 
up,  it  came  down.  And  it  saw  the  rings  of  Saturn.  And 
at  the  next  space  shuttle  Columbia  they  saw  that  the 
rings  of  Saturn  were  small  moons. 

Milo  Prelevic 
Kindergarten 


Somebody  went  skiing  and  almost  failed.  After  they 
went  back  home.  And  had  supper. 

Jai  Jacob 
Kindergarten 


A  man  was  walking  on  the  sidewalk.  And  he 
saw  a  skating  rink.  And  he  saw  the  key  at  the 
entrance.  So  he  got  in.  Accidentally  the  ice 
broke  into  a  circle.  And  then  a  lot  of  water  was 
wetting  his  skates.  And  then  there  was  a  big 
snowstorm.  And  it  lasted  all  day. 


Milo  Prelevic 
Kindergarten 


Somebody  is  ice-skating.  A  wolf.  A  sleigh.  A  sun 
melting  the  snow.  The  wolf  have  a  hat. 


David  Durand 
Kindergarten 


When  I  was  a  piece  of  Bubble  Gum 


My  birthday  is  coming  up.  My  daddy  drives  me  to 
school.  I  have  a  dog  that  sometimes  bites  and 
sometimes  licks. 

Lyn  Grunberg 
Kindergarten 


One  day  a  person  went  out  to  make  a  snowman.  After 
he  made  the  snowman  he  decided  to  throw  snowballs. 
After  he  threw  the  snowballs  he  went  back  inside. 
After  he  went  inside  he  took  off  his  snow  things  and 
went  to  his  room  to  play.  He  played  with  his  trucks. 
Then  he  ate  his  lunch.  Went  back  to  playing  with  his 
trucks. 

Adam  Bourne 
Kindergarten 


One  day  I  was  born.  I  was  made  out  of  maple  syrup 
and  marmalade  and  jam  and  marshmallows  and  I  was 
put  into  a  wrapper  and  I  felt  like  a  rubber  ball.  1  was 
bounced  here  and  bounced  there.  I  bounced 
everywhere.  And  then  I  stopped  bouncing  and  it  was 
cold  and  I  sat  in  the  same  spot  for  2  years.  At  least  I 
was  sitting.  On  day  I  was  carried  somewhere  and 
finally  I  saw  the  sun  and  I  was  put  into  a  mouth! 
“Ouch!”  I  said.  Finally  it  did  not  hurt  any  more  and 
then  I  was  stretched  like  my  Uncle  Sam.  He  is  a 
balloon.  He  popped  2  days  ago  because  I  heard  it  in 
the  store.  And  I  was  stretched  again  and  suddenly  I 
opened  and  I  was  all  over  a  face  but  some  was  in  the 
mouth  and  then  I  was  put  into  the  garbage  and  I  was  a 
chewed  up  ugly  mess  and  I  was  dead.  1  was  a  spirit! 

Kate  Gordon 

Grade  Three 


Do  I  Need  a  Spanking? 

“Mom,  do  I  need  a  spanking  just  because  I  didn’t  buy 
a  loaf  of  bread?  Just  because  I  didn’t  buy  a  loaf  of 
bread,  I  need  a  spanking?  Everytime  I  do  something 
wrong  I  need  a  spanking.  I  always  try  my  best  but 
sometimes  I  do  something  wrong  and  I  get  a  spanking. 
Why,  why,  spankings? 

Why  not  something  else? 

Oh  Mom  I  forgot  to  do  my  bed!  Do  I  still  need  a 
spanking?  and  I  forgot  my  homework  at  school!  Oh 
Mom,  I  even  forgot  to  put  my  clothes  away!  Oh  Mum, 
do  I  need  a  spanking?  Next  time  can  we  change  it  to 
kisses?” 

Andrea  Molnar 
Grade  Three 


Snowmen  can  melt.  You  could  jump  in  the  snow  and 
have  a  snowball  fight. 


Jai  Jacob 
Kindergarten 


This  is  a  story  about  a  Tee-Pee  and  a  spider  plant.  Someone  lived  in  a  Tee-Pee  and  planted  a  spider  plant  seed.  And 
it  grew  to  a  big  spider  plant.  And  someone  took  it  to  the  flower  shop.  Someone  bought  the  spider  plant  and  put  it 
outside  in  the  backyard.  And  when  it  was  Fall  seeds  started. falling  from  it.  And  then  someone  planted  a  spider  plant 
all  over  again. 


Milo  Prelevic 
Kindergarten 


It’s  a  little  girl  and  she’s  playing  with  her  toy  house  on  a 
warm  summer  day.  She  was  sitting  down  on  the  grass. 


Sarah  Waddington 
Kindergarten 


One  day  in  my  school  there  was  a  Bazaar.  And 
then  it  was  very  fun.  And  then  I  was  going  to 
the  haunted  house  and  then  I  was  very  scared. 

Ali  Massoudi 
Kindergarten 


We  went  up  in  the  mountains  one  day.  And 
when  we  got  to  the  top  we  could  see  this  nice 
river  here.  And  we  were  surprised  because  that 
river  was  the  St.  Lawrence  river  that  we  live 
near.  And  we  could  see  our  building  and  the 
construction  workers.  And  next  morning  we  saw 
the  sun  rise  up  like  that.  And  there  was  only  two 
clouds  in  the  sky.  And  the  river  was  orange  and 
blue. 

Jai  Jacob 

Kindergarten 


COMPARISONS 


COMPARISONS 

A  cloud  is  like  some  white  cotton  candy. 
My  shoe  is  like  a  dog’s  ear. 

A  boy  is  like  a  rotten  egg. 

The  sun  is  like  my  yellow  marker. 

A  teacher  is  like  a  child’s  best  friend. 

My  markers  are  like  a  nice  rainbow. 

Katie  Davidman 
Grade  Three 


My  hair  is  as  golden  as  the  sun. 

My  eyes  are  as  blue  as  the  sky. 

My  lips  are  as  pink  as  a  nice  big  balloon. 

My  teddy  bear  is  as  beige  as  caramel. 

A  smurf  is  like  a  true  blue  friend. 

My  class  is  like  a  big  family. 

My  school  bag  is  as  blue  as  the  sea. 

Bricks  are  as  red  as  blood. 

A  school  bag  is  as  blue  as  the  sea. 

Bricks  are  as  red  as  blood. 

A  school  is  like  a  house. 

My  teacher  is  as  nice  as  a  pussycat. 
Homework  is  like  school  at  home. 

A  teepee  is  like  a  giant  triangle. 

Subtraction  is  like  a  kind  of  yucky  medicine. 
The  grass  is  like  my  green  desk  at  school. 
Comparisons  are  as  fun  as  going  to  a  fair. 


Jennifer  White 
Grade  Three 


Grade  Four 


BACK  ROW:  Jenny  Landau,  Julie  Azeff,  Heidi  Kaulbach,  Simone  Powlis,  Holly  Commeford,  Danielle  Dolisie,  Chantal  Rose, 
Sandra  Welch,  Felicia  Matthews,  Nazira  Amra,  Arwen  Chenery. 

FRONT  ROW:  Ginevra  Bramble,  Tanya  Hatton,  Katherine  Yaphe,  Kate  Hallward. 

ABSENT:  Mary  Fraser,  Victoria  Price. 


Greatly  gracious 
Really  remarkable 
Always  admirable 
Definitely  dedicated 
Entirely  excellent 
Frequently  forgetful 
Occasionally  obedient 
Unusually  understanding 
Regularly  reasonable 
That’s  Grade  Four! 


I 

\ 
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Grade  Five 


BACK  ROW:  Kathy  Molnar,  Genie  Cortez,  Anne  Heenan,  Wendy  Charlap,  Natasha  Dupont,  Annabel  Soutar. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Elise  Johnston,  Tanya  Razek,  Samantha  Hoare,  Katherine  Price,  Anik  Bernard,  Helen  Theoharis,  Tina  Jensen, 
Catherine  O’Brien,  Li-Ann  Dorrance,  Kim  Saegart. 

FRONT  ROW:  Carla  Guttmann,  Miranda  Duffy,  Claude  Saleh,  Erica  Flores,  Lynn  Bushell,  Giulia  Galeotti,  Valerie  Burman, 
Anna  Berlyn,  Miranda  Mok. 


CAN  YOU  IMAGINE; 


Anik:  Serious? 

Anna:  Early? 

Valerie:  With  short  hair? 

Lynn:  With  a  long  tunic? 

Wendy:  Without  stickers? 

Genie:  Tall? 

Li-ann:  Without  a  Rubik’s  cube? 
Miranda;  Not  reading? 

Natasha:  Without  freckles? 

Erika:  Without  any  sisters? 
Giulia:  Not  good  in  gym? 

Carla:  Without  any  friends? 

Ann:  With  long  hair? 


Samantha:  Not  looking  at  the  time? 
Tina:  Short? 

Elise:  With  dark  eyes? 

Catherine:  Messy? 

Katherine:  Loud? 

Miranda:  With  blond  hair? 

Kathy:  Fat? 

Tanya:  Yelling? 

Kim:  Not  smart? 

Annabel:  Not  talking? 

Helen:  With  straight  hair? 

Claude:  With  freckles? 


Grade  Six 


Margaret:  Skinny  Bones 
Trevi:  Hot  Lips 
Kim  C:  Fuss  Ball 
Carolyn:  Crisco  Oil 
Arabella:  Fiddler 
Vivian:  Sleepy 

Lori-Ann:  Shh  the  teacher  is 
coming. 

Francine:  Big  Foot 
Lian:  Frizball 
Antonia:  English  Muffin 
Gillian:  Wizzkid 
Ali:  Alligator 
Sarah:  Spider  Legs 


Cullen:  Mousecateer 
Emily-Jane:  Empire  State 

Building 

Sara:  Fashion  Center 
Kate:  Automatic  Computer 
Wendy:  Ancient  Chinese 
Secret 

Jennifer:  Bookworm 
Martha:  “OK  you  guys” 

Kim  L:  “I’m  the  head  prefect 
so  be  quiet” 

Cissy:  Perplex 
Nadine:  Salchow 


BACK  ROW:  Vivian  Welch,  Antonia  d’E  Miller,  Francine  Ton,  Lori  Ann  Marchitello,  Nadine  Grunberg,  Gillian  Wansbrough, 
Kim  Cook,  Liane  Tabah,  Ali  Yaphe,  Kate  Fraser,  Jennifer  Engels,  Wendy  Chiu,  Martha  McCall,  Jennifer  Brockhouse. 

FRONT  ROW:  Kim  Lerch,  Margaret  Bentley,  Cullen  Pilot,  Sara  Bradeen,  Felicite  Mackay,  Sarah  Lank,  Emily-Jane  Marshall, 
Trevi  Berretta,  Carolyn  Drouin,  Arabella  Decker. 


Grade  Seven 


Here  we  come  and  we’re  grade  seven 
Sadly  leaving  from  our  heaven 
Walking  slowly  to  our  jail 
Praying  that  we  will  not  fail. 

We’re  Miss  Kirkpatrick’s  girls  for  sure 
And  try  so  hard  to  be  good  and  pure. 

We  know  sometimes  we  get  you  mad 
But  really  guys  it  ain’t  that  bad. 

And  if  you  look  we’re  sure  you’ll  find, 
that  work  is  really  in  our  minds. 

This  form  must  end  in  a  cheerful  way. 

So  don’t  worry  because  some  day, 

You’ll  find  this  class  as  good  as  gold, 

But  you  must  be  brave  and  you  must  be  bold. 


BACK  ROW;  Megan  McConnell,  Virginia  Schweitzer,  Tina  Sadek,  Alexandra  Guthrie,  Jessica  Rubinger,  Vanessa  Gillespie, 
Stephanie  Kounterian,  Rachel  Yates,  Jonet  Webster,  Christy  Borntraeger,  Janet  Faith,  Samantha  Mason,  Samantha  Hayes,  Elsa 
Komaroff,  Whitney  Ashby. 

FRONT  ROW;  Sabrina  Leigh,  Tracey  Ornstein,  Josephine  de  Bono,  Katie  Chao,  Donna  Gellis,  Rona  Gomel,  Samantha  Porteous, 
Caroline  Eberts,  Roben  Stikeman,  Jennifer  Gibson,  Sharmelle  Shapiro. 


Grade  Eight 


BACK  ROW:  Sharon  Saleh,  Vittoria  Galeotti,  Zoe  Creighton,  Rachel  DeSalis,  Leith  Blachford, 
Beverly  Johnson,  Tara  Siev,  Tania  Martin,  Jennifer  Byers,  Andrea  Robinson,  Gillian  Riley, 
Paulana  Layman,  Sandy  McCall. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Michele  Cohen,  Ellen  Penner,  Gillian  Phillips,  Lauren  Yarosky,  Leslie-Ann 
Chang,  Karyn  Arthur,  Carey  Evans. 

FRONT  ROW :  Julia  Asimakopulos,  Ruby  Koutoulogenis,  Lisa  Cytrynbaum. 


It’s  been  another  great  year.  We  were  so 
quiet  and  attentive.  This  was  our  second 
year  with  Mrs.  Ronsley;  were  we  stuck 
with  her  or  was  she  stuck  with  us?  Get 
prepared,  Madame  Jothy,  for  a  lively 
and  memorable  year. 


Grade  Nine 


BACK  ROW:  Leslie  Paris,  Caroline  Otto,  Blyth  Taylor,  Debbie  Schatia,  Vicki  Angel,  Dawn  Hinchey,  Stacy  Hreno,  Julie  Bushell, 
Heather  Trott,  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough. 

FRONT  ROW:  Francesca  Travers,  Heather  McDowell,  Jane  Eisenhauer,  Lenore  Nothin,  Anouk  Looten,  Fiorella  Fiore,  Sarah 
Allen,  Diana  Walls,  Fiona  Wright. 

ABSENT:  Natalie  Lerch. 


Sarah:  All  we  are  is  dust  in  the  wind. 

Vicki:  Today  is  the  first  day  of  the  rest  of  your  life. 

Julie:  Only  dull  people  are  brilliant  at  breakfast. 

Elizabeth:  Wonders  of  the  world  never  cease  to  exist. 

Jane:  Success  is  getting  what  you  want.  Happiness  is  wanting  what  you  get. 
Fiorella:  Private  eyes  they’re  watching  you. 

Dawn:  Yesterday  all  my  troubles  seemed  so  far  away. 

Stacy:  SHOUT  IT  OUT 
Natalie:  Blonds  have  more  fun? 

Anouk:  Everything  under  the  sun  is  in  tune  but  the  sun  is  eclipsed  by  the  moon. 
Heather:  Because  the  world  is  round  it  turns  me  on. 

Lenore:  At  the  end  of  the  storm  is  a  golden  sky. 

Caroline:  Whip  it.  Whip  it  good. 

Leslie:  Take  a  walk  a  walk  on  the  wild  side. 

Debbie:  Whenever  I  get  the  urge  to  work,  I  lie  down  until  it  passes. 

Blyth:  I  am  fascinated  by  homework;  I  could  just  sit  and  stare  at  it  for  hours. 
Francesca:  I  never  let  school  interfere  with  my  education. 

Heather:  I  wish  I  was  a  gasoline  station  man. 

Diana:  Whenever  I  see  your  smiling  face,  I  have  to  smile  myself. 

Fiona:  EAT  AND  BE  MERRY. 


Grade  Ten 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Olivia  Sampson,  Mamie  Waxman,  Cynthia  Carrique,  Marina  Klein,  Jennifer  Nemeth,  Hannah  Peacock, 
Pauline  Hradil,  Cathy  Hilton,  Melodie  Schweitzer,  Patty  Beck,  Elizabeth  Waterston,  Ira  Tamigian. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Lisa  Hodes,  Hilary  Rapkin,  Susan  Brinker,  Alex  Ballard. 

FRONT  ROW:  Amanda  Sutter,  Andrea  Dingle,  Cynthia  Bushell,  Kirstie  Creighton,  Stephanie  Miller,  Wendy  Harper,  Cynthia  Ross. 
ABSENT:  Lori  Leider. 


Characteristics  of  Grade  Ten:  Individually  and  Collectively 


Favourite  Pastime:  Parties,  Cracking  jokes,  Boys,  Snow  fights.  Chatting  with  friends.  French-braiding  hair.  Silence. 
Favourite  Sayings:  “Deinde”,  “Death  is  so  lifeless”,  “This  is  straight  from  the  book”,  “I  wish  I  had  said  that.” 

Pet  Aversion:  Doing  work  neatly.  Cold  air.  Disorganization,  Hot  and  stuffy  classrooms.  Lots  of  homework.  Blind 
dates. 

Asset:  Height,  Large  supply  of  gray  matter.  Winning  smile.  Sparkling  eyes.  Compatibility. 

Ambition:  Lawyer,  Scientist,  Zoologist,  Psychiatrist,  Getting  through  school.  Astronaut,  Doctor. 

Probable  Destiny:  Prison  rioter.  Selling  chemistry  sets.  Making  animal  crackers.  Collecting  shrunken  skulls.  Not 
getting  through  school.  Counting  flying  saucers.  Ambulance  driver. 

Activities:  Basketball,  Volleyball,  Soccer,  Drama,  Music,  Ballet. 


REUNION 

I’ll  try  to  come,  I  really  will, 

But  Susie’s  out  and  Peter’s  ill, 

I  hope  you’ll  save  a  place  for  me 
Even  though  I  won’t  be  free. 

Is  it  for  supper  or  only  for  tea? 

Oh  what  a  lark,  how  fun  it  would  be!” 

I  put  the  phone  down  with  a  click 
And  shook  my  aching  head. 

A  loud  refrain 

Ran  through  my  brain. 

And  this  is  what  it  said- 

“My  daughter’s  sick,  my  mother  is  dying. 

I’m  burning  the  bacon  I  should  be  frying. 

Mum-in-law’s  funeral’s  a  week  from  tomorrow. 

I’ll  have  to  borrow  a  black  dress,  at  least  borrow. 

My  husband’s  away,  the  repairman  is  here 

Do  you  think  you  could  have  your  reunion  next  year?” 

I  dozed  off  in  my  chair,  my  chin  on  my  chest. 

Tried  to  formulate  thoughts  for  my  reunion  type  fest. 

I  envisioned  us  all  in  our  frilly  white  dresses. 

Flowers  in  our  curls  and  bows  on  our  tresses. 

Smiles  on  our  faces,  sparkling  eyes. 

And  tears  on  our  cheeks  as  we  said  our  goodbyes. 

And  now  we’re  much  older. 

With  husbands  and  kids. 

Two  cars,  full  time  jobs,  and  saggy  eyelids 
And  we  think  of  the  present,  the  future,  and  last 
We  occasion’lly  return  to  think  of  the  past. 

We  have  nothing  but  memories,  jokes,  a  few  photos. 
Of  dangling  Engines  and  bikinified  Totos, 

But  we  do  have  our  memories 

And  they  serve  purpose  well 

“-yes,  a  reunion  in  2003  would  be  swell!” 

-Stacey  Engels. 


Ayse  Ataman  (1979-1982] 


“Slow  down,  you  move  too  fast,  you  got  to  make  the  morning  last.” 

-Simon  and  Garfunkle 

Some  say  there  is  no  future.  We  refuse  to  listen.  We  know  it  exists  and  someday  we’ll  find  it.  We 
may  be  leaving  now,  but  this  is  only  the  first  step  of  our  discovery.  Life  has  just  begun.  Thank-you 
for  a  beautiful  start. 

“It’s  getting  so  much  better  all  the  time.” 

-The  Beatles 


Paulina  Abarca  (1980-1982) 


“No  man  is  an  Hand  intire  of  itselfe;  every  man  is  a  peece  of  the  Continent,  a  part  of  the  maine.” 

-John  Donne 

Content  1  depart  for  I  have  watched  my  beloved  friends  change  and  I  have  had  the  rare  joy  of 
sharing  the  learning  that  must  come  from  within,  alongside  them.  We  shall  remember  for  it  was  here 
that  we  awakened.  If  you  want  to  be  in  my  history  class  ... 

Old  hag,  debate  A.G?  C.B’s  shower,  squash  bets,  the  park  S.B.?  sailors  Bruce,  loose  broad,  good 
A. A!  O.S.’s  Stud-femme,  old  Mtl,  K.Y.  ...  Lechiam. 


Sarah  Beech  (1970-1982) 


“Time  is  the  keeper  of  all  the  dreams  you  make  ...” 

-Ian  Thomas 

It’s  time  for  the  meticulous  SB  (Bear/ Bare)  to  leave  the  izod  and  grosgrain  behind  and  ride  into  a 
world  of  typewriters?!  aboard  her  oriental  cow.  Missed  will  be  the  mushy  talks,  letters,  and  pork. 
BOL.  Thanx  for  FDP;  Luv,  the  gruesome  twosome,  SE,  AG! 

...  purple  letters,  skiing??!  FJP,  picnics,  prep  and  wierdo,  Irving,  Florida  with  AA,  Feb  19,  B 
brunch  and  surprise. 


Catherine  Blundell  (1972-1982] 


Adriana  Caro  (1981-1982) 


What’s  a  smile,  a  laugh,  a  giggle?  To  us  they  suggest  Cathy.  A  ten  year  VETeran,  Cath  is 
graduating  without  the  shy  image  she  came  with.  She’s  proven  her  responsibility  as  a  prefect,  sub-ed, 
and  friend.  Late  nights  on  weekends  with  BG,  SE,  PA,  and  AW  will  be  remembered.  She  is  a  good 
friend  to  us  all! 

Memo:  Dorval  with  SE,  NYEP,  skiing,  flagging,  Mon.  lunches,  Georgian  B,  Changes,  Knowlton, 
Tremblant,  Fame,  Tommy,  wild  sleep-overs,  laughing  fits,  C-A-T,  yearbook,  pierced  ear,  the  GRAD! 
Gym  comps.,  badminton  comps.,  SOCCER  games,  Chianti  with  AG,  TVC  15,  Rover,  SHS  friends.  - 
BYE!!  Spec,  thanx  to  Mom,  Dad,  and  family,  and  most  of  all  to  the  class  of  ’82  for  a  great  year!! 

“1  hear  the  drizzle  of  the  rain,  like  a  memory  it  falls,  soft  and  warm  continuing,  tapping  on  my  roof 
and  walls.” 

-Simon  and  Garfunkle. 


The  sports  banquet,  carnival,  the  crowd,  boys  coming  to  your  locker,  swimming,  running,  laugh 
attacks  in  hallways,  getting  kicked  out  of  the  library,  long  talks  with  Carlo,  the  Prom,  phone  calls 
with  Robby,  having  a  riot  at  the  caf  and  eating  the  scrumptious  french  fries,  gossip  in  the  bus, 
staying  after  school  till  seven,  talks  with  the  teachers  (MRF),  swim  meets  on  weekends,  and  best  of 
all  DRAMA. 

Thanks  AGR  for  the  best  year  ever  (KD,  SV,  SC,  DE,  MJ,  JW,  MJ,  TY,  MT). 


Ingrid  Caro  (1981-1982) 


This  is  my  twelfth  year  of  schooling.  They  have  been  twelve  hard  years  of  work  and  studying,  but 
they  paid  off.  All  the  swimming  and  running  practices  after  school  were  loads  of  fun.  Being  president 
of  the  class  was  wonderful.  Running  in  the  halls  and  quieting  me  down,  talking  to  teachers,  stopping 
in  the  halls  to  talk  to  friends,  exciting  to  go  to  math  class,  going  running  during  spares,  honour  roll 
night,  sports  banquet,  going  to  the  library,  cotillion.  I  loved  high  school! 


Debbie  A.  Efraintiidis  (1981-1982) 


Well  it’s  over!  The  "Sweet  Sixteens,  The  Ball,  The  GRAD!”  It’s  time  to  move  onto  bigger  and 
better  things  in  life.  GOODBYE  "The  Study”,  HELLO  "FAME”  and  FORTUNE!  Amb:  Canadian 
Ambassador.  Prob.  Dest:  Political  Prisoner?!  Cher  Mem:  Summer  of  ’81:  GREECE;  Halkidiki, 
Beach  parties.  Hitch  Hiking;  13  in  a  compact;  MORE;  Frappe.  Veria:  Discos.  Fav  Pastime:  Zanna. 
Makrohori:  Movies;  Taxis;  The  Party!  Thessaloniki:  SAAS;  Shopping;  "The  Park”.  Goustaris? 
Greatest  Friends:  Austria,  Germany,  Greece,  Holland,  Italy.  Thanx  to  special  friends  CH,  SC,  and 
CG.  Thanx  to  my  sis  Danielle  and  my  brother  Themis.  Special  thanx  to  my  Pops  and  my  Mops  for 
EVERYTHING.  You’re  top  on  my  list  and  I  LOVE  YOU.  To  my  Grad  class  1  wish  the  very  best  in 
life.  May  all  our  ambitions  come  through.  And  girls  remember,  WE  ARE  THE  FUTURE  ... 


Stacey  Engels  (1979-1982] 


"And  if  the  homework  brings  you  down,  we’ll  throw  it  on  the  fire,  and  take  the  car  downtown.” 

-David  Bowie. 

Many  thanx  to  Mom,  Dad,  Jen,  SM,  ABCV:  Thanx  to  you  pretty  things  for  Mon.lun;  DDD,  How 
are  we?,  Desp,  Lite  my  car,  SSSS;  Bear  4  wox  and  tox,  1  hate  to.,  FJP;K’s;  to  Heaven,  Flaming  C, 
RDW,  Dixie,  Watermelon,  Marianop!  Victoria  Day;  TETV  15,  Knowlton,  NYEP,  VET,  Dorval, 
Time  by  PF,  Wild  as  a  deck  chair.  Flagging,  Changes,  Brick:  Mergatroyd,  Aquarius,  Noodle;  CP  for 
blob,  URB  Ghost;  BJ-long  tox.  Metal;  VZ,  Long  tox,  .Mr.  G.  show!  For  all  various  and  sundry  (yow- 
yow)  memos;  Nacho  Ball  and  mucus.  Riskeyade,  Picnics,  Rusky,  Irving,  Hotel  treatment.  Mop, 
Ba.xter,  Mag.  Carpool  ride,  25,  Scorpio,  Wrench,  Whomp?  Studying;  Doritos  and  carmels,  Lowly 
Worm,  Cute  Claudia,  Georgian  B,  skiing!  King  Crimson,  Grad.  Many  thanx  4  all  the  good  times! 
Stack  - 

“And  a  goodbye  makes  the  journey  harder  still” 

-Cat  Stevens. 


Nancy  Fattal  (1980-1982) 


“A  woman’s  power  is  the  inverse  to  her  height” 

"The  rule  is  Jam  tomorrow  and  jam  yesterday  but  never  jam  today” 

-Lewis  Carroll 

The  past  two  years  of  my  life  have  been  spent  at  The  Study.  1  had  many  fun  experiences  with 
everyone-(laugh  attacks  with  C.H.).  1  would  like  to  thank  all  my  teachers,  parents  and  friends  - 
(including  my  friends  from  SSA  and  HHS)  for  helping  me  get  where  1  am.  Especially  R.L.,  R.S., 
K.I.,  C.H.,  R.L.  To  class  of  ’82  always  look  back  and  remember  with  laughter. 


Borra  Garson  (1970-1982) 


Grad  write-ups  can  get  so  corny.  I  however,  refuse  to  be  sentimental.  I’ll  just  get  straight  to  the 
point  and  say  the  usual;  Thank-you,  Good-bye,  and  Remember  me.  Good  clucks  to  you  all,  love 
from  CHICKEN!! 

Memo:  Fizix  -  CB,  PA,  AA.  Chairbalance  acts,  straws!!  Chicken-yellow,  PINK  FLUFF,  C.  Line, 
Class  whack,  zooed.  Skiing  with  CB,  Mon.  Lunches  with  SE  and  CB,  Tremblant  “Don’t  miss  the 
bus!”. 


I’d  rather  laugh  with  the  sinners  than  cry  with  the  saints  ’cause  sinners  are  much  more  fun 

-Billy  Joel. 


jjAstrid  Guttmaim  (1973-1982) 


.^“Ah,  but  a  man’s  reach  should  exceed  his  grasp.  Or  what’s  a  heaven  for?” 

-Robert  Browning. 

Gut,  the  time  has  come  to  leave  the  halls  and  conquer  the  world.  To  life  we  go,  bayonet  in  hand, 
but  pointed  to  the  ground;  a  mind  in  the  head  is  worth  two  on  the  floor.  Take  the  world  by  storm, 
BOL,  much  love,  KY,  SB,  PA,  SE. 

I  dedicate  the  following  cherished  memories  to  those  friends  to  whom  they  bring  a  smile:  purple 
letter;  DDDDD;  sailing;  AGGR;  B.  brunch;  SF  and  the  grape;  Da  Big;  stud.  Fern,  pact;  soccer; 
driving;  vinegar  (wine)?;  skiing;  colleges;  WHO?;  “Where  is  my  hit  man  when  I  need  him?”;  debate; 
Should  I?  WHY?,  amnesia  international;  Cape  Cod;  renovation;  Dreaded  One;  SSSS;  NO,  NO,  NO; 
chocolate  (plastic?)  mousse;  mother  hen;  Stomp;  Squadron;  Exeter;  Le  Plexie;  dacqueries;  Bye! 


‘And  in  the  end,  the  love  you  take  is  equal  to  the  love  you  make.” 

-The  Beatles 


Valerie  Otto  (1970-1982) 


“Whatever  the  words  that  you  hear,  somehow  the  meaning  is  clear,  we’re  all  on  the  same  ship 
together,  moving  on.” 

-Chris  de  Burgh. 

Val,  you  have  been  the  kindest  friend  to  all  of  us,  and  hopefully  will  be  for  many  years  to  come. 
When  you  are  making  millions  in  the  business  world  or  digging  through  garbage  cans,  remember  your 
old  friends  and: 

“You  are  my  sunshine”.  Thanks;  AVW,  IT,  BG,  and  AA. 

Remember;  Popiels,  NYC,  Whip  It,  Choc,  chip  cookies,  late  night  hot  choc.,  long  walks,  Mildred, 
friends,  poor  Tiger,  the  Cotillion,  mice  on  beds. 


Caroline  Price  (1970-1982) 


Memos;  Metis  ’79,  ’80,  ’81,  a  prospective  ’82,  Arcadians,  Dirty  Harry,  44  Magnum,  RHPS,  St. 
Moritz,  Murray  Park,  Mt.  Tremblant,  A  Clockwork  Orange,  Puin,  J.  McC,  March  ’81  with  CB, 
Quadrophenia,  Bowie,  Stowe,  Cochese,  Hayride,  Zooston,  The  Ghost,  Panies  with  BG,  CB,  DH, 
TA,  MB,  Skiing!  Tin  Drum,  Pricechopper,  we’re  all  clones,  The  Black  Widow!  ...  Happy  end. 

-  It’s  time  to  leave  the  capsule,  if  you  dare  - 

-David  Bowie. 

-  We  could  be  heroes  just  for  one  day  ...  - 

-David  Bowie. 


Michelle  Smith  (1970-1982) 


With  her  sash  around  her  thighs,  her  socks  around  her  ankles,  and  her  tie  hanging  loosely  around 
her  neck,  we  will  remember  Mich. 

Have  you  ever  been  the  victim  of  fierce  analysis  of  your  emotional  stability  after  having  completed 
one  of  her  quizzes?  Some  of  us  date  back  twelve  years  with  Michelle.  She  has  been  a  great  friend  and 
is  always  at  the  heart  of  the  action  or  the  mischief! ! 

“Michelle  ma  belle  those  are  words  that  go  together  well.’’ 

-The  Beatles. 


Jill  Tetrault  (1976-1982) 


Cher. Mem:  surprise  16,  Brandy,  NYC,  Otto’s  country  place,  basketball,  passout,  Cotillions,  Otto 
Von  Bismark,  lAAW,  apple-juice,  BOOGIE,  winkies  and  googlies. 

“Winter,  Spring,  Summer,  or  Fall,  all  you  have  to  do  is  call  and  I’ll  be  there,  you’ve  got  a  friend.” 

-  Carole  King. 

Jill  should  be  voted  the  most  likely  to  keep  you  cheerful.  No  matter  where  she  is  or  what  she  is 
doing,  she’ll  always  be  there  to  help  out  her  friends.  We’ll  miss  her  happy  smile  and  flaming  temper 
that  matches  her  red  hair! 


Time  hurries  on  and  the  leaves  that  are  green  turn  to  brown 

-  Simon  and  Garfunkle 


My  future  may  lie  in  New  York,  but  my  heart  will  always  lie  with  all  of  you.  Many  thanks  to  AA, 
VO,  JT,  BG,  CB,  JM,  SE,  PA,  KY,  SB,  AG,  CP,  VZ,  AC,  NF,  IC,  DE,  MS  -  the  class  of  ’82  -  for 
their  love  and  understanding. 

Thanks  also  to  my  family  for  sticking  through  this  year  with  and  without  me;  and  BS,  RD,  JS,  SG, 
JO,  SV,  and  JCD. 

Remember:  NYC,  Vanities,  The  Plaza  Hotel,  Grand  Marnier  and  AA,  Hamlet,  Cotillion,  The 
Bone,  long  nights  with  CB  and  PA,  Dunkin’  Donuts,  losing  card  games  and  walking  through  six  feet 
of  snow  in  a  skirt,  (thanks  a  lot  AA  and  JCD),  late  nights  and  early  morning  history  papers  (with  JT) 
pig  outs  with  VO,  Romeo.  New  York,  to  that  tall  skyline  1  come.  S  and  G. 


Karen  Yarosky  (1978-1982) 


Sing  for  the  laughter  and  sing  for  the  tears 

-Dream  On. 


To  laugh  or  not  to  laugh  that  is  the  question.  Karen  has  kept  our  class  hysterical  by  stealing 
yogurt,  throwing  desks  out  windows,  impersonations  and  poems  in  assembly.  Her  desk  attracts 
anything  and  everything.  Karen  leaves  all  sense  of  sanity  100  times  a  day,  she  may  die  old  but  she’ll 
die  laughing,  thanks  for  the  comic  relief  from  the  world.  -  AG,  PA. 

Remember:  Arcadians,  Gilt,  MD,  AC,  KM,  CM,  AP,  JR,  JC,  RT,  biking,  Toronto,  summers  80- 
81,  Childrens  Creation,  school  plays,  food  for  thought,  thanks  AG,  PA,  AH,  RV,  and  the  birds  for 
being  there,  I  got  out  of  this  whole!  Keyboards,  Old  Mntrl,  SE  and  KA-St.  to  Hun,  parks,  the  only 
constant  in  life  is  change,  AND  SHE’S  BUYING  A  STAIRWAY  TO  HEAVEN.  Bye  guys. 


Virginia  Zarifi  (1970-1982) 


“All  they  know  is  the  need  that  they  have  to  be  free  so  let  ’em,  just  let  ’em  be.” 

-April  Wine. 

Veez,  famous  for  her  maternal  qualities,  is  often  the  victim  of  various  rather  adhesive  young 
students.  She  will  be  remembered  for  her  previous  incompatibility  with  KY  and  CP,  her  compatibility 
with  certain  underdogs,  whose  honour  she  is  quick  to  uphold  during  slanderous  moments  with  AG. 


Remember:  Sawdust,  poptarts,  Homer,  morbidity,  long  walks,  capricious  whims 
sleep  overs  with  SE,  “True  love!”,  “My  nail  broke!”,  frizzles. 


I  love  animals 


'Life  is  just  a  tune,  which  everyone  sings  differently. 


Vanities 


This  year,  the  annual  Study  play,  held  on  March  9,  1982,  was  a 
bit  different  from  other  years.  The  cast,  unlike  previous  years  was 
cut  down  to  three  actresses,  and  the  usually  elaborate  set  this  year 
consisted  of  six  wooden  boxes.  Amy  Wall  portraying  Joanne,  Karen 
Yarosky  portraying  Mary,  and  Taffy  Miller  portraying  Kathy  did 
an  excellent  job  with  the  wonderful  help  of  Ms.  Biggs,  Sarah 
Beech,  Cynthia  Bushell,  and  our  very  efficient  crew.  The  con¬ 
temporary  play  “Vanities”  written  by  Jack  Heifner  was  fast  paced 
and  witty  with  a  dramatic  ending  that  left  everyone  with  something 
to  think  about.  Thanks  very  much  for  all  the  hard  work  and  effort 
put  in  by  the  three  girls  to  make  this  production  the  best  yet.  “And 
Mary,  go  ...” 


The  Prefects 
Council 

No,  taking  the  lunch  count  is  not 
the  prefects’  major  responsibility, 
neither  is  getting  the  stationery,  or 
taking  the  attendance.  All  year  long 
the  senior  prefects  have  been  working 
on  something  to  prove  this  and  make 
the  prefects  of  the  school  feel 
responsible.  We  decided  that  our 
main  goal  would  be  to  raise  money 
for  a  computer.  Every  second 
Wednesday  near  the  end  of  the  year, 
the  prefects  had  a  bake  sale.  By  the 
end  of  the  year,  we  made  quite  a  bit 
of  money  from  that  alone!  Grade  11 
had  a  “Computer  Dance”  for  the 
grade  7  and  8’s  which  proved  to  be  very  successful.  Everybody  had  a  lot  of  fun  and  we  made  a  nice  profit. 

Please  do  not  forget  that  the  prefects  represent  the  body  of  the  school  and  help  us  to  make  very  important 
decisions.  Yes,  it’s  an  honour  to  be  a  prefect! 


The  Grad  Committee 

After  all  was  said  and  done,  there  was  a  lot  more  said  than  done! 
That  does  not  matter  though.  We  had  plenty  of  ideas,  everything 
from  raffles  (prize?  what  prize?),  to  slave  auctions,  but  most  of 
these  ideas  never  materialized.  We  did  finally  manage  though,  after 
something  MASSIVE  and  a  lot  of  SOAP  operas  to  get  it  off  the 
ground.  Fortunately,  none  of  us  had  to  get  our  grad  dates  from  the 
yellow  pages  and  none  of  us  turned  up  in  a  barrel  for  a  dress 
(though  many  were  tempted).  In  the  end,  our  grad,  which  was  the 
first,  will  be  the  last  to  be  forgotten.  Many  thanks  to  Bear  and 
Bean  for  their  hard  work,  loud  screaming,  and  organization.  Just 
think,  we  did  not  have  a  Molson  in  Jill’s  basement  after  all! 

Mem:  Great  friends  at  McGill,  Mr.  Glass,  Did  he  phone?,  Whad 
am  I  gonna  wear?,  Friday  May  14  afternoon  school?.  What  af¬ 
ternoon  school?  Or  sudden  chronic  illness  hits  Gr.  11. 

Since  we  did  not  have  to  pay  $72.92  for  our  tickets,  we  were  able 
to  have  more  than  Kraft  Dinner  and  water  for  dinner! 


“I’m  not  bored,  really  I’m  not.  When  does  this  class 
end?” 


“I’m  sorry  but  you  are  wrong,  that  just  doesn’t  make  sense!” 


HOW  SCHOOL  HITS  MIDDLE  AGE 


“Coin’  shopping  tomorrow?”  I  yell  to  my  friend 
As  I  run  from  the  school  t’wards  a  happy  weekend. 
My  reply  is  a  smile  as  she  joyfully  kicks 
The  school’s  cornerstone,  and  dirties  the  bricks 
But  if  you  listen  hard  and  crouch 
You’d  hear  the  school  muffle  an  ouch 
Since  during  the  week  there’s  too  much  noise 
To  hear  The  Study’s  soft  sweet  voice. 

But,  on  weekends,  when  no  one’s  around 
It’s  easy  to  hear  The  Study’s  sound 
And  if  you  are  as  quiet  as  a  mouse 
You’d  hear  her  flirting  with  Selwyn  House 
And  subtly  when  S.H.  doesn’t  see 
She’ll  blow  a  kiss  to  L.C.C. 

And  that  will  create  quite  a  mess 
Since  L.C.C. ’s  girl  is  E.C.S. 

And  Loyola  very  happy  was  made 

For  him  The  Study  winked  her  windowshade. 

“Look  at  that  silly  Study!”  Traff  cries 
“Throwing  herself  at  all  the  guys!” 

“And  look  at  her  flaunting  her  classrooms  like  that!” 
(Though  Traff  would  too  if  she  weren’t  so  fat). 

Yet  The  Study  is  subtle  in  all  her  ways 
She’s  no  spring  chicken,  quite  old  in  her  days 
She’s  seen  classes  come,  and  classes  go 
Lasted  through  wind,  rain,  hot  sun,  and  snow 
And  last  summer,  it  was  heard  her  say  with  a  frown 
“It  really  is  time,  to  settle  right  down 
Time  to  marry,  and  then  maybe 
It  would  really  be  nice  to  grow  a  baby.” 

Mrs.  Scott  overheard  her,  and  doing  as  bid 
Got  the  contractors  down,  to  build  her  a  kid. 

A  name  for  the  child?  ...  hmmm,  let  me  see! 

Not  Robert ...  not  Randy  ...  hey  I  know!  LB. 

So  look  out  the  window,  and  girls  do  not  mourn 
It’s  not  land  being  ruined,  a  baby’s  being  born! 

And  be  happy  for  The  Study;  kiss  her  front  door 
After  all,  she’s  really  not  young  anymore. 

Karen  Yarosky,  Grade  Eleven 
Yearbook  Poetry  Competition 
Second  Prize,  Senior  School 


VALENTINES  DAY 

Valentines  day  is  when  people  give  hearts 
And  hope  that  their  friendship  and  love  never  parts. 
It’s  when  Cupid  shoots  arrows  all  over  the  place 
And  children  and  adults  have  smiles  on  their  face. 
Though  Valentines  day  comes  just  once  a  year 
The  feelings  we  have  remain  very  dear. 

Holly  Commeford, 
Grade  Four 


THE  WORLD 


L’enfant  dans  la  gare 


Where  would  the  world  be 
A  thousand  years  from  now? 

Will  the  world  still  be  around 
And  if  so  why,  and  how? 

Will  it  all  have  turned  to  dust 
’Cause  of  hate,  war,  cash,  and  lust? 

I  wonder  if  it  will  be  blown  up; 

If  it’ll  be  a  heaven  or  hell; 

But  most  of  all  I  want  to  know: 

Will  man  be  gone  for  good? 

Man  is  killing  all  the  world. 

From  sea  to  shining  sea. 

If  he’s  not  gone  by  twenty-eighty-one 
All  else  shall  surely  be. 

You  see  all  free  land  disappear 
To  industry,  money  and  —  trust? 
Trust  is  a  thing  of  the  past. 

Something  gone  at  last. 

Why  don’t  some  good  things  appear 
Instead  of  leaving  town? 

Virginia  Zarifi,  Grade  Eleven 
Yearbook  Poetry  Competition 
Third  Prize,  Senior  School 


MEAN  JAKE  BULSTER 

Jake  Bulster  was  mean. 

The  meanest  boy  you  have  ever  seen. 

He  never  washed  his  hair, 

And  never  uttered  a  single  prayer. 

One  sunny  day  on  the  fourth  of  May, 

He  saw  two  cats  begin  to  play. 

He  thought  it  would  be  a  very  good  joke. 

To  drown  them  both  in  the  murky  moat. 

He  picked  them  up  and  started  to  walk. 

But  then  the  cats  began  to  squawk. 

They  scratched  and  yeowled  and  kicked  at  his  face. 
And  he  went  home  in  some  disgrace. 

There  he  lay  on  his  fluffy  bed 
With  bandages  from  toe  to  head. 

Now  he  is  no  longer  mean. 

But  his  language  has  become  obscene. 

Mary  Fraser,  Grade  Four 
Yearbook  Poetry  Competition 
Second  Prize,  Junior  School 


Je  suis  un  enfant 
Je  vis  dans  la  guerre 
J’ai  perdu  mes  parents 
Je  ne  sais  pas  quoi  faire. 

Ma  poupee  dans  la  main 
-  Ma  seule  protection 
Les  adultes  dans  cette  gare 
Ne  font  pas  attention  a  moi. 

Un  homme  m’a  dit 
D’aller  dans  ce  train 
J’ai  peur,  je  suis  triste, 

Je  vais  mourir  de  faim. 

Pourquoi  les  hommes 
Ne  sourient-ils  pas? 
Pourquoi  dois-je  aller 
Dans  ce  train  la-bas? 

Je  ne  veux  pas  continuer 
A  vivre  ce  cauchemar. 

La  petite  fille  commence 
A  pleurer  dans  la  gare  ... 

Borra  Garson 


THE  ELEPHANT’S  DREAM 

The  elephant  is  lying  there. 

To  him  the  world  has  been  unfair. 

He  has  just  arrived  two  days  ago. 

Into  a  world  he  does  not  know. 

His  home  is  Africa,  far  away. 

Where  he  was  free,  where  he  could  play 
There  he  could  sleep  in  warm  sunny  places. 

Now  when  he  sleeps  he  is  surrounded  by  cages. 

His  father  was  big;  the  head  of  the  herd. 

His  mother  was  gentle,  his  brother  absurd. 

There  is  only  one  thing  in  the  zoo  that  is  snappy: 
The  peanuts  -  when  eating  them  he  is  happy. 

Kim  Saegert,  Grade  Five 
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THOUGHTS  TO  PONDER  BEFORE  BED 
Told  by  the  Wise,  Old  Sir  Alfred 


“O  what  a  tangled  web  we  weave  when  first  we  practice  to  deceive.”  Sir  Alfred  spoke  unto  his  apprentice,  who  gravely  i 
nodded  his  curly  head,  awaiting  leave,  to  go  to  bed.  Continuing,  Sir  Alfred  added,  “A  philosopher  I’ll  call  myself,  j 
finding  no  better  name  for  a  thinker  like  myself.  Though  the  books  on  my  shelf  are  abundant,  and  hold  great  wisdom  ; 
and  information,  none  comes  close  to  Sir  Walter  Scott’s  Marmion,  for  which  I  hold  great  admiration.  Line  twenty-seven  ' 
you  will  see,  is  what  I  live  by.” 

With  that,  he  lit  his  pipe,  to  let  this  knowledge  sink  in.  The  apprentice  noted,  with  a  frown,  the  candles  flickering 
slowly  down,  the  lights  began  to  dim. 

“Yes  a  lie’s  a  terrible  thing,”  Sir  Alfred  noted  and,  upon  that,  abruptly  changed  the  topic. 

“I  remember  whilst  in  Africa,  my  voyages  brought  me  to  a  native  tribe.  They  imprisoned  me,  assured  I  was  an  evil 
spirit.  I  went  for  weeks  and  weeks  without  food,  my  neighbours  were  snakes  of  a  poisonous  nature.  I  never  lost  hope, 
and  with  all  my  might,  I  chewed  through  the  rope!  (Ah,  what  a  sight!)  and  set  myself  free.”  He  slapped  his  knee.  “These 
teeth  same  as  today,  got  me  through.”  j 

His  apprentice,  now  drowsy,  looked  up,  “But  Sir,  your  teeth  are  brown  and  ‘arot’,  suet’s  your  main  meal  have  you  not  i 
forgot-”  Sir  Alfred  sneered,  “As  an  elder  I  feel  you  younger  generation  are  too  outward.  I  as  a  child  of  your  age,  was  ■ 
already  preaching!”  exclaimed  the  sage. 

“I  ate  with  the  king  in  France  and  told  him  my  views,  the  Pope  I  bumped  into  in  Rome  by  the  pews.  I  told  him  the 
changes  I’d  make  in  the  church,  good  man  took  it  to  heart,  you  now  know  why  Catholicism  is  what  it  is  today  ...” 

In  awe,  the  young  apprentice  looked  at  his  master.  The  moon  shining  in  contributed  some  light,  since  the  candles  had  ; 
burnt  far  into  the  night. 

“I  am  not  being  rude,  but  Sir,  your  facts  are  a  bit ...  different  from  most  understandings  of  such  topics  as  the  Catholic 
religion.  Perhaps,  I  suggest  your  age  has  left  the  facts  a  bit  warped?” 

“Fiddlesticks!”  Sir  Alfred  continued,  “I  remember  those  days  like  they  were  yesterday;  my  dear  wife  Matilda  ...” 

“Olivia,”  the  apprentice  prompted. 

“Ah  yes,  Olivia  always  said  ‘Alfred,  your  mind  is  as  stable  as  mine  will  ever  be.’  Poor  dear,  1  feared  her  death  was 
near,  too  soon  after,  she  threw  herself  to  the  dragons,  as  proof  of  her  love  for  me.” 

The  apprentice  now  looked  up  at  his  master;  his  heart  beat  a  little  faster,  catching  on  to  the  wise  man’s  words.  Before 
leaving  to  sleep,  the  young  boy  spoke  some  parting  words; 

“Good  Sir  Alfred,  please  excuse  me,  for  I  must  go  upstairs  for  a  very  considerate  spider  has  been  teaching  me  the  art 
of  weaving  ...” 

“Not  very  good.”  Sir  Alfred  said,  “but  you  will  learn  to  be  a  good  philosopher  in  time.” 

With  that  the  two  men  went  to  sleep,  as  dawn  upon  them  began  to  creep. 
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THIS  IS  MY  COUNTRY 


I  was  born  in  a  town  called  Durban  in  a  country  called  South  Africa.  Although  I  live  in  Canada,  all  my  family  lives  in 
South  Africa,  and  I  go  back  there  very  often,  so  this  is  my  country. 

There  are  jungles  and  deserts,  mountains  and  plains,  rivers  and  beautiful  white  beaches  in  South  Africa.  It  is  a  warm 
country  and  the  sky  is  almost  always  blue.  In  the  mountains  and  forests  there  live  hundreds  of  different  kinds  of  animals. 
I  went  to  a  game  reserve  where  I  saw  lions,  zebra,  wildebeest,  giraffe,  rhinos,  and  elephants.  Hundreds  of  monkeys  were 
jumping  in  and  out  of  the  trees.  In  the  rivers  there  were  crocodiles.  Brightly  coloured  birds  were  flying  around.  The 
strangest  bird  is  the  Ostrich,  which  has  a  long  neck  and  cannot  fly.  All  the  gardens  and  parks  have  brightly  coloured 
flowers  and  flowery  trees.  There  are  gold  and  diamond  mines.  Twenty-two  million  people  live  in  South  Africa.  There  are 
Africans,  white  people,  Indians,  Malays,  and  Bushmen  who  live  close  to  nature.  All  these  different  people  have  their  own 
way  of  life.  Most  Africans  live  in  huts  made  out  of  grass  and  they  live  very  simply.  They  do  bead  work,  make  grass  mats, 
and  wooden  sculptures.  In  the  big  cities  people  live  in  the  same  way  as  we  do  in  Canada. 

I  have  a  very  special  feeling  about  my  country  because  I  was  born  there.  I  have  happy  times  when  I  go  there  because  all 
my  relatives  still  live  there. 
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ONCE  UPON  A  WORLD 

Let  me  tell  you  the  story  of  one  quiet  night 
When  I  closed  my  eyes  and  turned  out  the  light 
And  entered  a  world  that  was  but  a  dream 
That  was  bright  and  real  -  a  life  it  would  seem. 

I  walked  through  a  doorway  and  there  stood  a  man 
Dressed  completely  in  blue  with  papers  in  hand. 

He  handed  me  one  and  said  with  a  wink 

“We  are  glad  you  are  here  -  you’ll  enjoy  it  I  think.” 

And  then  he  smiled  and  turned  away 
To  greet  the  others  in  the  same  way 
I  returned  the  smile,  then  looked  straight  ahead 
And  thought  of  the  meaningful  things  he  had  said. 

Careful  and  slow,  my  eyes  open  wide, 

I  saw  a  door  that  said  “Don’t  Come  Inside”. 

I  reached  for  the  door  with  a  breath  and  a  swallow 
And  looked  around  hoping  no  one  would  follow. 

And  there  through  the  doorway,  a  magical  sight  - 
Children  and  smiles  and  colourful  light 
Balloons  and  animals,  giants  and  clowns. 

And  acrobats  flying  in  great  leaps  and  bounds. 

My  heart  beat  grew  rapid,  my  eyes  sparkled  bright. 
As  I  joined  the  others  to  dance  in  delight 
All  appeared  happy  and  cheerful  and  free 
And  everyone  there  joined  in  singing  with  me. 
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THE  INDIVIDUAL  CAN  MAKE  A  DIFFERENCE 


“New  York,  what  a  place!”  I  thought  as  I  walked  down  the  avenue.  Somehow,  it  seemed  like  a  deserted  amusement 
park  in  the  early  morning  light.  I  blew  one  last  smoke  ring  into  the  morning  and,  then,  dropped  my  cigarette  onto  the 
dirty  pavement.  My  wrinkled  shoe  soon  engulfed  it  and  put  it  out.  I  put  my  hands  into  the  pockets  of  my  raincoat  and 
proceeded  towards  my  destination.  How  I  longed  for  a  warm  cup  of  coffee!  I  shuffled  onwards  down  the  block,  my  legs 
aching  with  every  step.  At  last,  I  had  arrived! 

I  opened  the  small,  squeaky  back  door  and  entered  the  building.  My  head  ached,  and  my  eyes  longed  to  be  shut.  I  had 
been  up  all  night  thinking,  worrying.  Something  had  to  be  done. 

I  entered  the  theatre.  The  light  was  very  dim,  and  my  eyes  watered  as  they  adjusted  themselves  to  it.  I  glanced  up  at  the 
stage.  It  seemed  as  if  any  moment  the  majestic  curtain  would  rise,  giving  way  to  a  new  world,  a  world  of  creation. 

I  walked  slowly  down  the  aisle,  the  clicking  of  my  heels  echoing  loudly  throughout  the  theatre.  I  took  my  seat  in  the 
front  row  which  had  been  my  prison  for  what  seemed  like  centuries.  The  crew  would  soon  be  there,  and  the  bustle  would 
begin.  I  closed  my  eyes  and  watched  the  kaleidoscope  of  thoughts  whirling  inside  my  mind. 

Suddenly,  I  felt  a  strong  hand  shake  me  by  the  shoulder.  Startled,  I  sat  up. 

“Mr.  Fox,  we’re  about  to  begin,”  said  a  young  man. 

For  a  moment,  I  did  not  know  where  I  was;  all  too  suddenly,  it  came  flooding  back  to  me:  the  theatre,  the  auditions, 
the  lights,  the  deception.  I  sat  up  in  my  seat  and  glanced  down  at  the  first  name  printed  on  a  sheet  of  paper  which  sat  on 
my  lap.  “Morgan  McNeil,”  I  called  out  in  a  toneless  voice. 

From  behind  the  curtains,  a  young  girl  appeared.  She  wore  the  same  dress  and  wig  that  Yvonne,  the  heroine  of  my 
play,  wore  as  she  danced  in  my  imagination.  Ms.  McNeil,  however,  wore  it  with  the  same  commonness  and  fear  that  all 
the  others  before  her  had. 

She  began  reading  the  lines  which  I  had  so  carefully  and  painfully  written  months  before.  She  read  them  evenly  and 
correctly  ...  but  not  entrancingly,  the  way  I  wanted  them  to  be  read.  As  I  listened  to  her,  my  discouragement  mounted  to 
an  even  greater  level.  There  was  something  lacking.  That  inner  essence,  that  magic  touch,  it  just  wasn’t  there.  At  this 
point,  I  wondered,  if  it  was  anywhere  to  be  found. 

“Next!”  I  shouted  impatiently.  I  ran  my  hands  through  my  hair  and  rubbed  my  tired  eyes.  Another  girl,  shorter 
perhaps,  stood  where  her  predecessor  had  been.  I  clenched  my  fists  tightly;  my  patience  was  at  its  end.  She  wasn’t  right 
either. 

“Next,  please,”  I  shouted  angrily. 

“Claire  Tofts,”  shouted  a  boy  from  backstage.  The  curtain  swung  open,  and  there  stood  another  girl.  She  was  not 
taller  or  slimmer  or  prettier  than  any  of  the  other  girls,  yet  the  moment  she  walked  across  the  stage,  I  sat  up. 

She  flowed  with  grace  and  confidence.  Yvonne  suddenly  began  to  take  shape.  She  began  reading  the  lines,  emphasizing 
on  the  right  words,  and  using  her  expressive  gestures  as  she  did  so.  Pride  flowed  through  my  body  as  she  continued, 
making  every  sentence  a  creation  in  itself.  I  began  quivering,  and  I  felt  tears  fill  my  eyes.  She  held  my  beating  heart  in  her 
hand. 

1  stood  up  mesmerized,  almost  disbelieving  what  I  was  witnessing.  All  it  took  was  this  one  being.  None  of  the  other 
girls  could  create  this  effect.  It  was  she,  and  only  she  who  brought  the  mystery,  the  magic,  and  the  excitement  to  the 
stage.  I  could  not  explain  what  made  her  so  astoundingly  distinctive,  and  perhaps,  I  did  not  have  to  explain  it.  There  she 
stood,  and  here  I  was.  One  day  soon,  the  audience,  the  stage,  perception,  and  thought  would  all  become  one,  exploding 
simultaneously  with  the  gift  of  this  individual. 
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OLD  CLOTHES 

On  my  bed  in  my  room  there  were  two  bags  of  clothes.  I  put  the  bags  on  the  floor  and  climbed  into  bed.  In  the  middle 
of  the  night  my  clothes  started  to  play  and  dance.  There  were  jeans,  shirts,  shorts,  socks,  dresses,  and  skirts.  I  was 
surprised  and  angry  all  at  the  same  time.  I  said  “Stop  dancing,  playing,  and  making  noise.  Now  get  back  in  the  bags.’’ 

The  clothes  said,  “Ah  gee,  we  were  just  having  a  little  fun.’’  I  felt  sorry  for  a  second  because  the  clothes  were  having 
fun,  but  then  I  thought  they  had  no  right  waking  me  up.  Later  on  in  the  night  the  old  clothes  started  to  dance  and  play 
again.  I  was  so  angry  that  I  went  to  get  my  mother  and  said,  “Mom,  my  old  clothes  are  dancing  and  playing.  Can  you 
make  them  stop?’’  My  old  clothes  heard  what  I  said  and  jumped  back  into  the  bags.  When  my  mother  came  in  she  said, 
“Dear,  you  must  have  had  a  dream,  because  the  old  clothes  are  in  their  bags.  Now  get  to  sleep.’’ 

I  was  very  very  angry  now  at  the  old  clothes  and  said,  “You  are  going  to  a  rummage  sale  tomorrow.”  The  old  clothes 
were  frightened  because  I  spoke  in  a  harsh  voice.  I  went  back  to  sleep  without  the  old  clothes  bothering  me  anymore. 

The  next  day  I  took  the  clothes  to  the  rummage  sale  and  I  was  very  glad  to  get  rid  of  them.  While  I  was  at  the  rummage 
sale  I  bought  all  sorts  of  things,  like  stuffed  animals  and  tea  sets,  and  was  I  glad  I  had  them  instead  of  those  OLD 
CLOTHES!! 
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OLD  CLOTHES 


On  our  top  floor  we  have  an  attic  full  of  fancy  trunks.  One  day  when  1  was  looking  for  my  raincoat,  I  happened  to  stop 
by  the  attic  and  went  in.  I  found  a  beautiful  trunk  with  fancy  embroidery  on  the  lid.  Inside  there  was  a  pretty  blue  dress.  I 
picked  it  up.  Suddenly  I  felt  dizzy.  I  was  going  round  and  round.  All  I  could  see  was  blue.  Then  suddenly  bump!  Brr  ...  it  ! 
was  cold.  I  looked  around.  Everything  was  ice  and  snow.  “I  have  always  wanted  to  learn  the  history  of  Canada.  But  this  , 
is  ridiculous.”  The  second  I  said  ridiculous  I  found  myself  in  the  attic  again.  I  was  still  holding  the  dress;  I  folded  it  up  ! 
and  put  it  away.  Then  I  opened  another  trunk  which  had  rainbow-striped  leather  on  the  lid.  Inside  was  a  pair  of  leather  | 
moccasins.  I  picked  them  up.  Again  I  felt  dizzy  and  saw  blue.  Bump!  I  was  on  a  beach  in  Honolulu.  I  knew  this  for  I  had 
been  there  before.  I  went  swimming  in  my  clothes.  When  I  came  out  I  saw  something  shiny  in  the  sand.  It  was  a  key.  I 
picked  it  up  but  when  I  did,  I  was  back  in  the  attic.  I  was  holding  the  key  in  one  hand  and  the  moccasins  in  the  other.  I  1 
put  the  moccasins  away,  placed  the  key  in  my  pocket  and  went  downstairs.  My  mother  was  crying  in  the  kitchen.  I  asked  i 
her  “Why  are  you  crying?”  She  looked  up.  “Oh!  It’s  you!  Where  have  you  been?  You  have  been  away  for  two  days!  I 
have  been  worried  sick!”  Then  I  told  her  the  whole  story.  She  did  not  believe  a  word  I  said  so  I  reached  into  my  pocket  ! 
for  the  key.  It  was  gone!  “I  must  have  dropped  it,”  I  said.  “Come  and  help  me  look  for  it.”  We  went  up  to  the  attic  but  I 
couldn’t  find  the  key,  so  I  looked  in  a  trunk.  There  was  the  dress.  I  touched  the  dress  but  nothing  happened  so  I  touched 
the  moccasins;  still  nothing  happened.  “It  must  have  been  a  dream,”  Mother  said.  “Yes,”  I  said  yawning.  “It  must  have 
been  a  dream.” 
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Almost  all,  I  guess  I  should  say. 

For  there  was  one  not  feeling  that  way. 

I  slowly  approached  and  noticed  the  frown 
On  the  seemingly  unhappy  face  of  a  clown. 

I  looked  at  his  face  and  his  cheeks  grew  red 
And  sadly  he  turned  and  lowered  his  head. 

For  a  moment  I  stood,  not  making  a  sound 
And  saw  one  small  tear  fall  to  the  ground. 

With  shoulders  curled  forward  in  a  slow  lonely  pace 
He  walked  through  the  haze  with  his  hands  on  his  face. 
I  thought  to  myself  as  he  walked  away 
There  isn’t  a  thing  I  can  do  or  say. 

All  of  a  sudden,  I  listened  and  found 
That  in  that  big  room,  there  wasn’t  a  sound 
I  realized  that  none  of  the  bright  lights  were  on 
And  suddenly  noticed,  the  people  were  gone. 

The  only  one  left  was  the  man  dressed  in  blue. 

Who  said  “The  decision  was  left  up  to  you. 

You  were  not  to  enter  the  room  that  said  no. 

But  you  disobeyed  and  now  you  must  go.” 


cont’d  P.59 


“OLD  CLOTHES” 


Once  every  few  years  we  turn  our  closets  inside  out  in  search  for  clothes  which  no  longer  fit  or  are  too  worn  to  look 
pretty.  We  always  start  off  with  a  huge  pile  of  clothes  in  all  colours  and  patterns,  woolens,  cottons,  silks,  and  many 
more,  right  in  the  middle  of  one  room.  Everybody  is  ready  to  give  up  their  best  loved  blouse  or  skirt  to  give  to  the 
Salvation  Army.  In  the  end,  when  all  things  are  ready  to  be  packed  into  big  cartons  and  bags,  we  usually  have  changed 
our  minds.  My  little  sister  starts  pulling  out  a  hat  from  underneath  the  pile  letting  us  all  know  in  a  sad  voice  that  really, 
this  hat  she  couldn’t  let  us  have,  because  grandmother  had  made  it  especially  for  her,  and  the  little  brown  mittens  should 
not  be  taken  away  either,  because  they  would  still  fit  her  Teddy. 

Next  is  my  father,  and  he  really  loves  old  clothes,  I  mean  for  himself.  He  suddenly  remembered,  that  those  old  pants 
would  still  be  so  wonderful  to  wear  around  the  house,  and  the  old  shoes  which  always  squeezed  his  little  left  toe,  could 
really  still  be  taken  to  the  country  for  work  in  the  garden.  Of  course  my  mother  had  also  been  busy  thinking  about  what 
should  surely  not  leave  the  house.  There  she  found  her  old  red  dress  which  she  thinks,  could  soon  be  in  fashion  again, 
and  that  long  skirt  could  easily  be  shortened  for  her  eldest  daughter  -  me!  Also,  times  might  become  bad  again, 
somewhat  like  during  the  war!  Perhaps  it  would  be  better  to  put  everything  back  into  the  closets  and  keep  it  all. 

Now,  here  we  are  again,  with  a  house  full  of  “Old  Clothes”. 
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MOLLY  THE  MEATBALL 

You  must  know  the  well-known  song  about  the  meatball.  If  you  don’t  here  it  is: 

“On  top  of  spaghetti,  all  covered  with  cheese,  (yummy) 

I  lost  my  poor  meatball,  when  somebody  sneezed. 

It  rolled  off  the  table,  and  onto  the  floor. 

And  then  my  poor  meatball,  rolled  out  of  the  door. 

It  rolled  in  the  garden,  and  under  a  bush. 

And  then  my  poor  meatball,  was  nothing  but  MUSH! 

Well,  that  is  approximately  what  happened  to  Molly.  Molly  is,  (or  was),  a  meatball.  I  am  (or  was),  her  best  friend 
Long-Noodle,  and  I  am  here  to  tell  you  the  story: 

It  was  November  nineteenth,  and  the  Gander  family  was  having  spaghetti  for  supper.  Mixed  with  a  lot  of  other 
noodles,  I  was  next  to  Molly,  on  the  plate,  Mrs.  Gander  started  to  feed  Molly  to  little  eight  year  old  Tommy,  who  turned 
his  head,  and  Molly  fell  onto  the  ground.  Boy,  that  must  have  hurt.  Poor  Molly! 

Anway,  she  rolled  onto  the  floor,  (like  the  song),  and  rolled  out  the  door.  Then,  with  a  big  “squish”,  she  was  under 
the  door  and  into  the  garden.  Well,  after  that,  I  could  not  see  through  the  door.  Little  Cindy  went  outside,  (besides  Mrs. 
Gander’s  protests),  and  when  she  came  back  ...  she  ...  (sob)  held  out  her  hand,  and  there,  in  little  pieces  was  “smashed” 
Molly.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gander  laughed.  How  could  they?  Did  they  not  have  a  heart?  I  often  think  about  Molly,  being  all 
alone,  as  I  managed  to  escape  from  Tommy’s  plate. 

Well,  I’m  sorry.  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  I  have  not  been  alone  for  a  while.  A  few  weeks  ago,  I  was  re-cooked,  and  I  met 
another  meatball.  She’s  slim  and  pretty,  (what  a  change  from  Molly  who  was  fat  and  bumpy),  and  her  name  is  Miss 
Maple.  She  is  very  lady-like,  and  is  as  red-orangy  as  a  maple  leaf  in  October.  She’s  really  something  else!  So  now  I  live 
with  her  in  Tommy’s  stomach,  and  I  live  happily  ever  after. 


Sharmelle  Shapiro, 
Grade  Seven 


THE  INDIVIDUAL  CAN  MAKE  A  DIEEERENCE 


The  artist  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  examined  his  piece  of  work  with  pride  and  a  touch  of  criticism.  The  colours 
blended  smoothly  together  with  a  few  harsh  tones  here  and  there  to  add  spice  to  the  painting.  The  painting  was  the  scene 
of  a  fictitious  world  created  by  the  imagination  of  the  artist.  It  depicted  a  world  lost  in  the  folds  of  a  tropical  jungle. 
There  were  people  in  this  city,  but  they  all  had  the  same  expressions  on  their  faces,  that  of  wonderment  and  confusion.  ^ 
They  all  looked  lost  in  the  marvelous  city  in  the  Jungle.  The  children  were  playing  games  of  hopscotch  and  jump  rope,  ! 
but  no  smile  graced  their  faces.  Young  men  sat  idle  on  door  steps,  and  young  women  stood  morosely  in  doorways,  babies  : 
hanging  limp  in  their  arms.  Old  men  and  women  sat  huddled  together,  comforting  each  other.  Life  had  passed  them  by. 
Amid  the  misery  of  these  people  sat  one  lone  youth  with  stencil  before  him  and  palette  in  hand.  His  was  the  sole  face 
etched  with  what  appeared  to  be  a  knowing  grin.  He  seemed  to  be  laughing  inwardly  at  the  others.  He  was  not  going  to 
let  life  pass  him  by.  He  was  going  to  catch  life  by  its  engine  and  not  let  go  until  the  last  station  was  reached.  Yes,  he  was  ^ 
content  as  he  sat  painting.  He  seemed  to  have  found  his  joy  and  reason  for  living,  unlike  the  others  about  him.  The  artist 
looked  up  and  smiled,  “Just  as  I  have  found  my  reason,”  he  contemplated.  A  weary  hand  reached  out  and  pushed  the  . 
painting  aside,  “I’ll  have  it  framed  tomorrow  when  there  is  more  time,  and  1  am  not  so  tired.”  He  started  to  close  his 
eyes  when  a  booming  voice  broke  the  still  air.  The  lady  in  white  came  scurrying  up  exclaiming,  “My  what  a  wonderful 
picture  of  trees  and  funny  animals,”  and,  “Oh,  what  is  that  orange  spot  in  the  middle?” 

Eirst  he  looked  up  at  the  lady,  then  down  at  the  painting  in  bewilderment.  Where  were  the  people,  the  city,  the  , 
children,  the  young  artist?  A  blotch  of  colour  stared  back  at  him.  All  that  painstaking  work  appeared  to  be  nothing  more  i 
than  a  young  child’s  scribble.  He  buried  his  head  in  his  arms  and  cried  as  the  nurse  wheeled  him  back  into  the  asylum  for 
his  dinner. 

Oh,  how  one  individual  can  destroy  another’s  joy! 


Elizabeth  Waterston,  Grade  Ten 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 
First  Prize,  Senior  School 


THE  ART  OF  BUNG  SAZY 

“My  last  Alexandra  Hutchison  Essay,  too  bad,”  I  thought  to  myself  as  my  teacher  gave  out  the  papers.  I  glanced  over 
the  familiar  rules,  then  looked  carefully  at  the  topics  for  this  year: 

1)  The  Art  of  Bung  Sazy 

2)  Hobit  -  Friend  or  Foe 

3)  On  Giving  (or  Taving)  Advice 

What  language  is  this?  Then  I  realized  that  No.  2  was  HAbit  and  No.  3  was  TaKing  advice.  I  figured  the  teacher  was 
tired  when  she  wrote  this  out.  The  first  topic  caught  my  eye  though.  The  Art  of  Bung  Sazy.  Who  was  Bung  Sazy,  an 
artist? 

I  decided  to  do  some  research  in  depth  on  her  artwork  and  write  on  that.  I  started  my  research  two  weeks  before  it  was 
due.  I  looked  through  all  my  father’s  art  books  and  magazines  and,  finding  nothing,  asked  him.  He  had  never  heard  of 
her.  He  suggested  the  Westmount  Library.  That  weekend  I  looked  through  art  books  and  magazines,  architecture  and 
even  sculpting.  There  was  still  nothing.  I  had  little  over  a  week,  and  I  didn’t  even  know  if  Bung  was  a  male  or  female. 
That  evening,  we  had  a  guest  over  for  dinner  who  was  an  artist  in  New  York  City.  I  asked  her  about  Bung  Sazy  and  if  she 
had  had  a  recent  exhibition  in  New  York.  Sonya  confessed  she  had  never  even  heard  of  Miss  Sazy.  This  was  getting 
ridiculous,  so  I  asked  my  teacher.  She  claimed  she  had  never  heard  of  Bung  Sazy.  I  explained  to  her  that  it  was  about  her 
artwork  I  was  doing  my  essay.  She  told  me  there  was  no  topic  for  any  artwork.  1  patiently  pulled  out  my  paper  and 
showed  it  to  her.  “No,  no’  she  laughed,  “That’s  ‘The  Art  of  Being  Lazy’.”  I  must  have  turned  green.  She  waved  me 
away  chuckling  to  herself,  and  I  walked  out. 

I  was  surprised  at  my  reaction.  I  wasn’t  relieved  to  find  the  answer;  I  was  depressed.  I  felt  as  if  1  had  lost  a  friend.  Bung 
Sazy  had  been  a  major  importance  to  me  these  past  few  days,  and  now,  she  was  dissolved  into  a  couple  of  words. 

After  further  thinking,  I  realized  I  had  not  lost  Bung  at  all.  I  realized  that  I  now  knew  who  she  was.  1  knew  her  now, 
more  than  I  ever  thought  possible.  Bung  Sazy  was  no  more  a  secret  to  me;  she  was,  in  fact,  familiar  and,  even,  friendly. 
She  was  an  old  friend,  and  now,  I  realized  why.  If  her  real  name  is  Being  Lazy,  then,  there  was  a  bit  of  her  in  everybody. 
Everyone  has  the  art  of  Bung  Sazy  in  them.  Her  art  is  Being  Lazy.  No  wonder  I  couldn’t  find  her  in  art  books  or 
magazines.  Bung  Sazy  won’t  ever  get  into  art  books  or  magazines,  but  her  artwork  will  always  be  around.  My  English 
teacher  had  Bung  Sazy  in  her.  If  she  had  written  clearly  “The  Art  of  Being  Lazy”,  1  would  never  have  become 
acquainted  with  Bung. 


Borra  Garson,  Grade  Eleven 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 
Second  Prize,  Senior  School 


cont’d  from  p.  56 

He  took  me  in  hand  and  asked  me  to  part 
And  I  felt  a  tear  in  my  eye  and  my  heart. 

I  left  that  world  with  nothing  to  say 
And  I  know  I  will  never  go  back  that  way. 


Taffy  Miller,  Grade  Ten 
Yearbook  Poetry  Contest 
First  Prize,  Senior  School 


LIFE 


Life  goes  by  so  fast  at  times 
It  almost  seems  to  fly, 

We  see  ourselves  in  the  mist 
As  the  years  go  by. 

The  many  remembrances  that  you 
Experienced  and  have  gone  through 
Your  best  friends  and  your  enemies 

The  good  times  and  the  bad 

Have  got  you  through  these  many  years. 

The  happy  ones  the  sad. 

It  seems  to  me, 

It  seems  to  be 

That  someone  once  said, 

“If  you  have  to  sit 
Upon  the  good  times  gone 
Life  always  seems  so  long 
But  if  you  let  it  free  to  fly 
Life  will  be,  until  you  die.” 

Megan  McConnell,  Grade  Seven 
Yearbook  Poetry  Competition 
First  Prize,  Middle  School 


WHY  I  LIKE  MARCH 

I  like  looking  out  my  backyard  window. 
Studying  all  the  tiny  footprints  in  the  snow. 
Longer  days,  more  time  to  play. 

Makes  you  think  of  your  holiday. 

Early  showers,  means  May  flowers. 

Brand  new  clouds  floating  by. 

Birds  coming  from  their  tiring  fly. 

On  a  sunny  day,  I  like  going  for  a  ride. 

The  best  place  to  go  is  the  countryside. 

Nice  green  grass  will  start  to  grow. 

Warmer  winds  begin  to  blow. 

Now  my  rainboots  are  at  the  front  door. 
Because  now,  showers  come  more  and  more. 
Although  this  is  not  my  favorite  season. 

I  like  it  for  a  very  special  reason. 

It  leads  to  warmer.  Summer  days. 

And  provides  us  with  happiness  in  many  ways. 

Gillian  Wansbrough,  Grade  Six 
Yearbook  Poetry  Competition 
Third  Prize,  Junior  School 


THE  CHIPMUNK  AND  THE  SQUIRRELS 

All  summer  long,  the  little  chipmunk  worked  hard  to 
gather  up  nuts  for  the  winter  and  on  the  other  side  of  the 
tree,  a  family  of  grey  squirrels  had  played  all  summer 
without  thinking  of  the  winter  that  was  soon  going  to 
cover  the  land  with  a  white  sheet.  When  it  came  with  its 
icy  winds  and  cold  air,  the  squirrels  did  not  even  have  one 
nut  to  nibble  on.  So  remembering  how  the  chipmunk  had 
worked  so  long  to  gather  food  for  the  winter,  they 
decided  to  pay  him  a  visit  hoping  he  would  share  the  nuts 
with  them.  When  the  kind  little  animal  heard  their 
request,  he  felt  terribly  sorry  for  them,  and  gave  them 
some  of  the  food,  he  had  gathered.  The  squirrels  were 
very  thankful.  (The  next  day,  they  returned  begging  for 
more.  Again  they  were  given  more  nuts.)  Day  after  day, 
they  would  go  and  ask  for  more  until  one  day,  the 
chipmunk  got  so  infuriated  because  of  them  abusing  his 
patience,  that  he  gave  them  all  his  provisions  for  the 
winter  just  as  long  as  they  would  leave  him  alone.  The 
squirrels  took  the  food  and  departed  happily.  Now  the 
poor  little  chipmunk  who  had  worked  so  hard  during  the 
summer,  had  no  more  nuts  to  feed  on,  and  so  he  died  of 
starvation. 

Yield  to  all  and  you  will  have  nothing  left  for  yourself. 

Victoria  Galeotti 
Grade  Eight 


I 


ALI,  SUPERMAN,  AND  THE  ATOMIC  GUN 

Once  there  was  an  alligator  called  Ali  (for  short).  He  lived  in  a  red  room 
with  a  red  EXIT  sign.  He  had  many  shelves  full  of  red  books  but  different 
stories.  He  wore  red  shoes  with  hearts  on  them.  He  ate  strawberries  for 
breakfast,  candy  for  lunch,  cherry  pie  a  la  mode  for  dinner  and  sometimes  a 
mid-night  snack  of  ketchup  with  his  sister,  Sandy. 

One  day,  Ali  knocked  over  a  whole  box  of  erasers  and  fans,  causing  him 
to  slip  over  them!  He  slid  into  a  blood  donation  centre,  through  some  cases 
of  lipstick  in  a  pharmacy  and  right  into  Superman’s  red  cape!  Superman 
was  so  red  with  anger  he  threw  Ali  right  into  a  school’s  fire  drill!  Then 
Superman  flew  into  the  ball  of  fire  or  the  sun.  Ali  was  so  angry,  he  turned 
crazy!  He  took  one  of  his  red  books  about  atomic  bombs,  made  a  gun  to 
shoot  them,  and  killed  a  car  out  of  gas!  Then,  he  hopped  onto  a  fly  and  flew 
out  of  the  margin!  Just  after  Ali  died  twenty  years  later,  (after  all,  he  is  an 
alligator,)  a  poet  made  a  poem  of  that  day.  It  was: 


ALI  THE  ALLIGATOR 

Ali  the  alligator  lived  in  a  red  room, 
with  an  EXIT  sign  in  full  bloom. 

Ali  the  alligator  had  many  red  books, 

his  shoes  had  hearts  on  them,  not  laces  or  hooks. 

Ali  the  alligator  ate  strawberries  and  candy, 
cherry  pie  a  la  mode,  ketchup  with  Sandy! 

Ali  the  alligator  knocked  over  erasers  and  fans, 
donated  blood,  bought  some  lipstick,  and  met  Superman! 
Superman  threw  him  to-kingdom-come, 

Ali  flew  into  a  fire  drill  and  Sup.  flew  to  the  sun. 

Ali  turned  crazy  and  took  one  of  his  red  books, 

read  about  bombs  and  guns  and  turned  into  an  atomic  crook! 

Ali  took  his  atomic  gun  and  shot  a  car  nearby. 

Crossed  his  heart,  hoped  to  die,  and  flew  out  of  the  margin  by  fly! 

When  Ali  died,  twenty  years  later, 

I  wrote  this  crazy  poem-song; 

Although  this  history  was  proved  right, 

I  still  think  it  is  wrong! 


By  a  poet  who  has  just  been 
brainwashed  because  he  did 
not  know  what  he  was  talking  about! 

Wendy  Chiu, 
Grade  six 


ft*  Our  New  Building  ... 


February  19,  1982,  has 
come  and  gone.  However,  a 
part  of  it  will  live  on  in  the 
hearts  of  every  person  who 
attended  the  first  Annual 
Study  Cotillion.  The  class 
of  ’82,  pioneers  in  this 
adventure,  hosted  the  grade 
9  and  lO’s  and  their  dates, 
parents,  and  board  mem¬ 
bers,  at  the  M.A.A.A. 
where  Russ  Dufort’s  Or¬ 
chestra  kept  everyone 
dancing. 

The  Sixth  Form  extends 
their  gratitude  to  everyone 
who  made  the  Cotillion  as 
special  as  it  was! 


Stacey  Engels 


Basketball 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Melodic  Schweitzer,  Wendy  Harper, 
Andrea  Dingle,  Heather  Trott,  Olivia  Sampson. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Mamie  Waxman,  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough, 
Elizabeth  Waterston. 

FRONT  ROW:  Jill  Tetrault,  Debbie  Schatia. 


Juvenile  Team 

A  BASKET,  YAY!  That  last  basket  placed  the  Study 
Juvenile  Basketball  Team  in  second  place.  They  could 
not  defeat  Saint  George’s  although  they  put  up  a 
strong  battle.  This  would  not  have  been  possible 
without  the  effort  and  guidance  of  our  coach  Joe 
Schmoe  from  Cocamoe  (private  joke  there)! 

Remember:  Bishops  tournament;  losers  bus;  marsh¬ 
mallow  chocolate  cake;  Private  Schools  Invitational 
Tournament;  II  etait  une  fois;  last  game;  creaming 
E.C.S.I;  water  fight;  throwing  Joe  in  the  snow;  salt 
and  pepper  shakers;  and  everything  else. 

We  would  like  to  thank  all  the  parents  who  sup¬ 
ported  our  games  and  who  drove  us  to  our  various  out 
of  school  games. 

Thanks  again,  Joe  and  the  team,  for  the  fun  and 
many  fond  memories! 


Bantam  Team 


This  year  the  Study  Bantam  Basketball  Team 
did  very  well  in  their  division.  They  fought  a 
hard  battle  and  managed  to  come  in  third, 
behind  Centennial  School  who  placed  first  and 
Queen  of  Angels  School  who  placed  second. 

We  would  like  to  thank  Mrs.  Balfour  f^r 
being  such  a  terrific  coach  and  cheering  us  on  at 
difficult  times. 

We  would  also  like  to  thank  all  the  parents 
who  were  kind  enough  to  drive  us  to  the 
tournaments. 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Samantha  Mason,  Tania 
Martin,  Beverly  Johnson,  Tara  Siev,  Rona  Gomel. 

FRONT  ROW:  Vittoria  Galeotti,  Roben  Stikeman,  Katie 
Chao,  Josephine  de  Bono,  Gillian  Riley. 


Volleyball 

Midget  and  Bantam  Teams 


The  Study  Volleyball  Teams,  both  bantam  and  midget,  had  a  relatively  good  season  this  year.  The  Study  played 
against  many  other  schools,  in  and  out  of  Westmount.  The  teams  participated  in  the  G.M.A.A.  In  the  final  results, 
the  midget  team  placed  third  behind  D’Arcy  McGee  and  Trafalgar.  Those  two  schools  moved  onto  the  finals.  All  in 
all  both  teams  had  very  high  standards. 

The  standard  of  the  teams  at  the  beginning  was  excellent,  but  as  the  season  progressed,  the  teams  seemed  to  drop 
slightly,  but  fortunately  the  teams  finished  on  an  inspiring  note.  We  feel  we  had  a  very  successful,  and  enjoyable 
season.  A  special  thanks  should  be  given  to  the  coach,  Mrs.  Wright,  and  to  all  the  mothers  who  drove  the  teams.  To 
the  teams  next  year.  Good  Luck! 


Badminton 


Bantam  Team 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Caroline  Eberts,  Tara  Siev,  Tania 
Martin,  Kathryn  Casey. 

FRONT  ROW:  Zoe  Creighton,  Sandy  McCall,  Karyn  Arthur. 


This  was  the  first  year  that  The  Study  has  fielded  bantam,  midget,  and  juvenile  badminton 
teams.  The  season  turned  out  to  be  quite  successful.  Both  the  bantam  and  midget  teams  won 
within  their  region  and  went  on  to  the  G.M.A.A.  team  finals  where  they  both  placed  second  in 
their  division  behind  teams  from  Westmount  High  School.  The  juvenile  team  just  missed  going 
on  to  the  team  finals.  They  placed  third  in  their  region,  but  several  members  of  the  bantam 
team  (Karyn,  Sandy,  Zoe,  and  Carrie)  and  several  members  of  the  midget  team  (Heather, 
Cynthia,  and  Andrea)  went  on  to  individual  finals  where  Karyn  Arthur  won  the  bantam  singles 
title.  We  would  like  to  thank  Mrs.  Wright  and  all  the  parents  who  drove  us  to  the  matches.  It 
was  a  great  season  and  we  all  enjoyed  it  very  much. 


Midget  Team 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Andrea  Dingle,  Cynthia  Carrique. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Heather  Trott,  Cynthia  Ross. 

FRONT  ROW:  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough,  Gillian  Riley. 


Juvenile  Team 

BACK  ROW:  Michelle  Smith,  Wendy  Harper,  Mamie  Waxman. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Sarah  Beech,  Jill  Tetrault,  Vicki  Angel. 
FRONT  ROW:  Diana  Walls,  Cathy  Blundell. 


Soccer  Team 


THE  JABBERSOCCER 

(With  apologies  to  Lewis  Carroll) 

’Twas  frigid  and  the  frozen  fans 
Did  shake  and  giggle  on  the  lines 
All  empty  were  the  water  cans 
Then  the  ref’ree  gave  his  sign. 

Bean  lost  the  kick-off  once  again, 

Bolivia  waits,  the  air  is  tense 
Gore  walks  the  lines  like  a  headless  hen 
Mrs.  Balfour  screams  “Wake  up  de¬ 
fense!” 

Through  Buffaloes,  cuts,  mudfights, 
and,  rain. 

The  Study  team  pulled  through 

The  harsh  words  are  gone,  and  so  is  the 

pain, 

Good  luck,  soccer  team  182! 


-Stacey  Engels 


BACK  ROW:  Stacey  Engels,  Cathy  Blundell,  Michelle  Smith,  Kirstie  Creighton,  Sarah 
Beech,  Astrid  Guttmann,  Alix  Ballard,  Paulina  Abarca,  Caroline  Price. 

FRONT  ROW:  Fiona  Wright,  Karen  Yarosky,  Borra  Garson,  Lisa  Hodes,  Gillian 
Riley,  Caroline  Otto,  Olivia  Sampson. 

SITTING:  Debbie  Schatia. 

ABSENT:  Jill  Tetrault. 


Intermediate 


BACK  ROW:  Sandy  McCall,  Andrea  Robinson,  Carrie  Eberts, 
Rachel  de  Sails,  Virginia  Schweitzer. 

FRONT  ROW:  Michde  Cohen,  Lisa  Cytrynbaum,  Christy 
Borntraeger,  Leslie-Ann  Chang. 


BACK  ROW:  Catherine  Blundell. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Julie  Bushell,  Cynthia  Carrique. 

FRONT  ROW:  Alicki  Guthrie. 

ABSENT:  Leslie  Pans.  novice  and  intermediate  gymnastics 

teams  were  successful  this  year.  The  intermediate 
team  placed  first  overall  in  the  G.M.A.A.  team 
finals.  The  novice  team  placed  second  in  their  division,  just  missing  first  place  by  a  fraction. 

Julie,  Cynthia,  Sandy,  Michele,  and  Lisa  did  especially  well  getting  all  the  way  to  the  Provincials,  where  Cynthia 
won  a  silver  on  bars  and  Sandy  placed  first  on  beam.  We  would  like  to  thank  Cynthia  McCall  for  all  the  time  she 
devoted  to  us  to  help  us  with  our  routines. 


BACK  ROW:  Zoe  Creighton,  Sandy  McCall. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Stacey  Engels,  Gillian  Riley,  Borra  Garson. 
FRONT  ROW:  Christy  Borntraeger,  Alicki  Guthrie. 


Swimming 


This  year’s  swim  team  could  have  had  a  very 
good  year.  We  had  a  strong  medley  team,  and 
many  strong  swimmers  who  qualified  for  the 
finals  at  one  of  the  G.M.A.A.  meets. 

Unfortunately  our  team  was  unable  to  attend 
the  final  meet,  for  reasons  beyond  our  control. 
There  was  no  available  transportation.  We 
hope  that  next  year  this  problem  will  be  solved. 
Thanks  to  all  the  mothers  who  drove  us  to  the 
meets,  and  to  Mrs.  Balfour  for  all  her  support. 


Cross- 

Country 

Running 

BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Rona  Gomel, 
Leith  Blachford,  Beverly  Johnson,  Tania 
Martin,  Tara  Siev,  Zoe  Creighton,  Paulina 
Abarca,  Alix  Ballard,  Jonet  Webster, 
Vittoria  Galeotti. 


FRONT  ROW:  Hannah  Peacock,  Jennifer 
Nemeth,  Lauren  Yarosky,  Sandy  McCall, 

The  team  has  diminished  slightly  in  size  this  year,  but  certainly  not  in  Gillian  Riley,  Roben  Stikeman,  Carrie 

strength.  In  October  we  competed  in  the  G.M.A.A.  race  on  Mount  Eberts,  Leslie-Ann  Chang. 

Royal  with  Mme.  Jasmin  again  coaching  us.  One  of  our  bantams  did 
very  well,  qualifying  for  the  Provincials  in  Oka  where  she  also 

distinguised  herself.  After  a  long  winter  break,  we  competed  in  a  road  race  in  April.  The  rest  seemed  to  strengthen 
us,  as  one  of  the  juveniles  won  the  silver  medal,  and  one  of  the  midgets  finished  in  the  top  fifteen.  Best  wishes  for 
next  year! ! 


Both  the  Bantam  and  juvenile  tennis  teams  this 
year  contained  a  great  deal  of  talent  and  worked 
extremely  hard.  In  the  Juvenile  team,  Cathy 
Blundell  and  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough  represented 
our  school  for  the  finals  in  doubles,  and  honoured 
the  school  by  winning  the  silver  medal.  Before  any 
of  this  glory,  there  were  tryouts.  They  girls  who 
were  interested  were  getting  up  at  dawn  to  play 
tennis  and  try  to  make  the  team.  Those  who 
succeeded  did  a  superb  job.  Good  luck  to  next 
year’s  teams,  and  many  thanks  to  Mrs.  Wright 
and  Mrs.  Balfour. 


Tennis 


Bantam 

BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Zoe  Creighton,  Tara  Siev,  Tania  Martin, 
Kathryn  Casey. 

FRONT  ROW:  Josephine  deBono,  Gilliaji  Riley,  Sandy  McCall,  Karyn 
Arthur. 


Juvenile 


This  year  has  been  the  first  year 
The  Study  has  had  a  sewing  group. 
As  one  can  see  from  the  pictures,  the 
girls  have  done  a  terrific  job  in 
making  clothes  with  the  help  of  Miss 
Benjamin.  A  fashion  show  was  held 
at  the  end  of  May,  which  was  a  great 
success! 


The  Study  Fashion  Show 


F.R.  Scott’s  Visit 


On  April  23,  1982  the  Study  School  was  very  honoured  to 
host  F.R.  Scott  in  our  new  multi-purpose  room.  Grades  nine 
to  eleven  were  invited  to  hear  Professor  Scott  read  aloud  some 
of  his  poetry.  This  was  a  big  privilege  for  everyone,  afterall, 
how  often  does  one  get  to  hear  poetry  being  read  to  them 
from  the  person  who  wrote  it?  Professor  Scott  seemed  to 
enjoy  his  visit  to  the  Study  and  was  glad  to  know  his  poetry  is 
still  being  taught  in  schools.  For  anyone  who  is  interested  in 
his  poetry,  we  now  have  an  autographed  edition  of  one  of 
Professor  Scott’s  poetry  books  in  our  library! 


Carnival  ’82 


On  April  30,  the  Study  had  their  annual  car¬ 
nival.  The  whole  school  was  invited  into  the  gym 
after  having  a  picnic  lunch  outside.  There  were 
many  different  booths  around  the  gym,  such  as:  a 
ball  throwing  game;  the  penny  booth;  mini  golf; 
touch  and  smell  booth;  shell  game;  and  a  fortune 
teller.  There  were  a  lot  of  baked  goods  and  a 
‘Make  your  own  Sundae’  booth  down  in  the 
lunchroom.  The  ice-cream  was  from  Baskin 
Robbins  and  there  were  many  different  toppings 
and  sauces  to  put  on  the  sundaes.  There  were  also 
games  outside,  such  as:  the  balloon  game;  the 
clothes  race;  the  candle  and  watergun  game;  and 
the  skipping  booth. 

At  the  end  of  the  day,  the  red  tickets  were 
counted  up  which  each  grade  had  won.  The 
Grade  Fives  came  in  first  place,  and  the  Grade 
Sixes  came  in  second  place.  This  year,  all  the 
money  made  was  given  to  the  computer  fund.  A 
total  of  $383  was  made! 


The  Coffee  House 


On  Friday,  April  16,  the  Study  had  its  first  ex¬ 
perience  in  the  art  of  match-making.  The  occasion  was 
our  Coffee  House,  held  for  grades  seven  and  eight. 

Upon  entering  the  school,  every  girl  and  boy  an¬ 
swered  a  certain  questionnaire,  and  later  on  in  the 
evening,  when  everyone  had  his  or  her  “appropriate” 
partner,  the  pairs  were  asked  to  dance  together. 

The  evening  was  such  a  success  that  even  the 
chaperones  had  a  great  time!  The  music  was  provided 
by  three  D.J.’s  from  Selwyn  House;  Jay  O’Brien,  Bill 
Zacharkiw,  and  Scott  Vineberg.  This  trio  call  them¬ 
selves  The  Fishermen! 

The  money  made  at  this  year’s  Coffee  House  went  to 
the  computer  fund. 


The  Band 


LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Marina  Klein,  Carey  Evans, 
Jessica  Rubinger,  Hannah  Peacock,  Jennifer 
Nemeth,  Paulina  Abarca,  Julia  Asimakopulos. 


This  year  one  of  The  Study  girls  noticed  that  something  was  lacking  within  the  school.  This  girl, 
Paulina  Abarca,  sent  out  a  notice  to  all  the  students,  with  the  permission  of  Mrs.  Scott,  saying  that  if  all 
went  well  a  band  would  be  formed.  Many  students  seemed  very  interested  in  being  in  a  band  at  first,  and 
complained  that  “We  are  the  only  school  that  does  not  have  one.”  Finally,  when  everything  was 
organized,  the  band  got  started.  Rehearsals  were  held  whenever  convenient  to  the  girls,  and  the  music  was 
chosen.  They  called  themselves  The  Elastic  Band! 

After  hearing  the  Oakwood  Collegiate  Orchestra,  our  band  was  a  lot  more  inspired  and  gave  the  school 
a  concert  one  morning  during  prayers.  Not  bad  for  a  start,  best  wishes  next  year! 


News  from  the  Class  of  ’81 

Most  of  the  1981  graduating  class  stayed  close  to  home  this  past  year.  Many  girls  went  to  the  different 
CEGEP’s  in  Montreal.  Five  girls:  Cynthia  Eberts,  Cynthia  Lank,  Erin  O’Brien,  and  Jennifer  Oulton 
studied  at  Brebeuf.  Caroline  Ross  was  found  at  Marguerite  Bourgeoys.  All  these  girls  were  in  a  French 
environment  and  found  it  difficult  to  settle  down  at  first  but  seem  to  have  fit  in  very  nicely.  Wendy 
Alexander,  Anna  Asimakopulos,  and  Pam  Gregory  have  enjoyed  their  year  at  Marianopolis,  while  Tania 
Jebali  and  Caroline  Rhea  spent  their  year  at  Dawson.  Melanie  Barwick  and  Erica  Nadler  were  “roomies” 
at  Champlain  Lennoxville,  Cynthia  Hyde,  Roxane  Marin,  and  Angelina  Vesely  represented  The  Study  at 
John  Abbott,  Centennial,  and  Vanier  respectively. 

Two  of  the  girls  went  down  to  the  States  to  study.  Venetia  Eisenhauer  went  to  Acadia  on  a  Harvey  T. 
Scholarship  and  Linda  Mackenzie  did  very  well  in  her  first  year  at  St.  Lawrence  in  Canton,  New  York. 

Most  of  the  students  will  remain  at  their  chosen  institutions  for  a  second  year  but  a  few  will  move  on 
to  new  destinations.  In  the  fall,  Cynthia  Eberts  will  be  going  off  to  Middlebury,  Cynthia  Hyde  will  be 
attending  Queen’s,  and  Erin  O’Brien  will  be  heading  down  to  Wellesley.  Tania  Jebali  has  chosen  to  to 
into  dress  design  at  LaSalle  College  and  Caroline  Rhea  is  hoping  to  go  to  Dalhousie  in  Halifax. 


I 


Awards 

SIXTH  FORM  AWARDS 

Head  Girl-  Ayse  Ataman 
Sub-  Head  Girl-  Paulina  Abarca 
Vale  Prize-  Astrid  Guttmann 
Caroline  Price 

Academic  Promise-  Ayse  Ataman 
Creativity-  Karen  Yarosky 
Yearbook  Plaque-  Catherine  Blundell 
Amy  V.  Wall 

Drama  Prize-  Amy  V.  Wall 

HOUSE  AWARDS 

Athletic  Cup-  Mu  Gamma 
Swimming  Cup-  Kappa  Rho 
House  Point  Cup-  Beta  Lamda 
Debate  Plaque-  Beta  Lamda 

SCHOOL  PRIZES 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Prizes: 

SENIOR:  First-  Elizabeth  Waterston 
Second-  Deborah  Garson 
Third-  Paulina  Abarca 
Karen  Yarosky 

JUNIOR:  First-  Anna  Berlyn 

Second-  Nazira  Amra 
Kate  Hallward 

Whitley  Award  for  Handwriting: 

SENIOR:  First-  Pauline  Hradil 

Hon.  Mention-  Heather  McDowell 
MIDDLE:  First-  Zoe  Creighton 
JUNIOR:  First-  Victoria  Price 

Hon.  Mention-  Martha  McCall 

Verse  Speaking: 

SENIOR:  First-  Ayse  Ataman 
MIDDLE:  First-  Vittoria  Galeotti 
JUNIOR:  First-  Nadine  Grunberg 

Public  Speaking: 

SENIOR:  First-  Karen  Yarosky 

Second-  Dawn  Hinchey 
Olivia  Sampson 
MIDDLE:  First-  Sandy  McCall 

Extra-  Mural  Public  Speaking 
SENIOR:  Stacey  Engels 
MIDDLE:  Sandy  McCall 

Math  Contests: 

Canadian  Mathematics  Teachers  Contest-  Caroline  Price 
University  of  Waterloo  Pascal  Contest-  Caroline  Price 
University  of  Waterloo  Fermat  Contest-  Jane  Eisenhauer 


HOWARTH  INC. 

SPECIALIZING  IN  SCHOOL  OUTFITS 
FOR  PRIVATE  AND  PUBLIC  SCHOOLS 


Howarth  Inc.  is  a 
Montreal  tradition. 
They  have  dressed 
generations  of 
families  beginning 
with  school 
uniforms  for 
private  and  public 
schools,  both 
English  and 
French,  through 
to  custom  made 
suits  and  shirts. 
The  sort  of  outfit 
that  always  looks 
right.  Under  one 
roof  you  can 
outfit  the  whole 
family. 


HOWARTH  INC. 

1444  St.  Catherine  St.  W. 

Montreal,  Quebec 
Tel:  861-9243 


MOST  MAJOR  CREDIT  CARDS  HONORED 
COMPLIMENTARY  INDOOR  PARKING  ENTRANCE  1255  MacKAY 
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CONCORDIA 

UNIVERSITY 


Best  Wishes  to 
the  1982  Graduates 


“tV\e  Class  ’83. 
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